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To the Right Honourable 


7 OH Lord Curteret. 


N an Age where every 
© Man takes upon him 
3 * tO judge of Plays, and 
few judge well; and 
where the Generality of Mankind). 
em, as it were, combined to con- 


A 3 demm 
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The Dedication. 
demn all Mens Works but their 
own, it is none of the Poet᷑s ſmalleſt 
Labours to make choice of a Pa- 
fron, whoſe great Name and Au- 
thority, and univerſally - acknow- 
ledged good Senſe and Judgment, 
may beable to ſhelter him from the 
common Fate of Works of this 


kind, being run down by the Malice 


of Criticks and Faction. 


If your Lordſhip ſhall pleaſe to 


take the following Piece, however 
unworthy, into your Protection, I 
ſhall have much better Fortune in 
this Particalar, than moſt of the 


Gentlemen who have written for 
the Stage have had, 


The. very Name of Carteret pre- 


„ natured 


fix d to it, will be ſufficient to awe 
20d ſilence a Multitude of thoſe ill- 


c 
) 


The Dedication: 


Inatured Snarlers, who are always. 


ready to attack and rout the — 
fencelels. 


But I have ſtill another Motive to 


induce me to inſcribe this Trifle to 


your Lordſhip, and that no leſs pre- 


vailing than the former ; That is,. - - 


the Grateful Memory, which I can 
never loſe, of your Lordſhip's paſt 
Favours to me. Gratitude is the 
Nobleſt of Humane Virtues : And: 
this is all che Return I am able to 
make you, for an Immenſe Sum of. 
Benefits. 

If there be any thing in it, which 
can a little divert, and entertain 
your Lordſhip at your Leiſure 
Hours, I have my End. To come 
up to your Lordſhip's nice Taſte, 
I deſpair of. 


At 


The Dedication. 


At leaſt it will afford me an 4 
portunity, I have long wiſh'd for, | 


of teſtifying with how much Reſpect | 
Iam 


Tour LORDSHIP's 


Moſt Obedient, moſt Devoted, : 


Humble Servant. 


nt. 


$54 


PROLOGUE. 


THE 


Spoken by Mr. Mills. 


& fome fair Nymph, in Rural Manſions bred, 
Int deacon Swains in Thraldom long had led; 
Diſdaining Conqueſis of ſo low a Price, 

Seeks to Dr.. LEY of her Eyes: 

Big with aſpiring Hopes ſhe comes to Town 

Secure to make the Galants all her own: 

In vain the unexperienc d Thing diſplays 

The artleſs Beauties of a bloom Face; 

And ſtrives to pleaſe with rude unpoliſhd Gracs: 

She ſees how Art and Nature both conſpire, 

Td perfect Beauty, and inflame Deſire : 

With conſcious Shame, and ſecret Anguiſh fill d, 

Bluſhes to ſee her ſelf ſo far excell d, 

Blames her un:kilful Pride, which urg d her on: 

And wiſhes more ſhe knew, or leſs were known, 
So fares our Author with his Virgin- Muſe, 
Whoſe forward Pride did daring Thoughts infuſe : 

Too eager from her bleſt Retreats 10 run, 

And viſit Dangers which ſhe might well ſhun, 

Unprattis'd in the Treatment of the Town, 8 


The Fudge, Cenſures, and the Criticks Fromn: 
And Damming, to her Innocence unknown. 
Yet ſince ſhe's ventur'd hither, don't refuſe 
The Entertainment of a Country Mo. 
The Sacred Nine, as ancient Stories tell, 

On verdant Hills, in Ages paſt, did dwell. 

Convers'd with ſhady Groves aud murm ring Streams; . 
The Muſes Reſidence; the Muſes Thames; | 
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EPILOGUE 


| | | IPO gar, Grave Fudges, who here Nightly ſie, 8 


The Prologue. 


And there, from Towns, and Crowd, and Noiſe retir d, 

Their Vot ries with Poetick Rage inſpir d: 

a gb your Poet his does bring, 
rom thoſe Shades where firſt they learnt to ſing. 

Encourage this her Infant "th then, * 

And ſhe will ſoon become Citizen 

Recerve this Stranger to your Approbation, 

And give her a Free Naturalization : 


—_— te her next Per e made, 
A tho" at Will's ſhe had been born and bred. 
THE 


Spoken by Mrs. Santhow. 


With Looks demure, to try the Cauſe of Wit, 
Our Poet does himſelf and Cauſe commit. 

He pleads no former Merit, to excuſe 

The Dulneſ; of his untaught Country Muſe : 

But hopes Submiſſion may Compaſſion draw, 

And mitigate the Rigour of the Law. 

I told the Fool he had _ little — 

To bo Mercy where firi Fuſtice reigns. 
Fond — fact I, to think 25 Town 7s pleaſe 
With ſuch crude indigeſted Lines as theſe" 


* Thew, who in diſtant Kegions doſt abide, 


Num thoſe where Wit and Humour do reſide: 
Thom who at Will's didſt never yet appear, 

The Sentences of Learned Bards to hear; 
And know'ſt no more what Wit is ſhining there, 
Than I the Councils of th enſuing Year. 

He frankly own'd all that I ſaid was true; 
And conſcious of his Imperfections grew, 


a 


The Epilogue. 
But now 100 late it was to make Retreat: 
His Cauſe was call d, and you his Fudges ſat. 

To me he then his doubtful Suit commended: 

My Face, and Sex, he thought, wou'd be befriended, 
For ſure, it cannot be, when Women plead, 


| And Men are Fudges, that we don't ſucceed, 


Well: Since I am Council Feed for the D 
IH make his Caſe the beſt I can depend on t. 
Conſider firſt, This Town, the rich of yore 
In Wit, like Land much till d, is growing poor. 


Aud, if thus daily haraſi d, I preſage, 


Cannot long yield full Harveſis for the Stage: 

For Hit, like other Grain, if ſown too faſt 

In the ſame Ground, will give thin Crops at laſt: 
To Day, a new Soil her Firſt-fruits does yield, 
Curſe nos the firſt Production of the Field: 

Another Summer, if you will permit, 

May bring forth a much larger Crop of Wit. 

This for the Play: For th Author next I'm Suitor; 
Spare his firſt Fault, and warn him for the future. 
Trembling he ſtands without, in horrid Dread ? 
What Glory ist to kill a Wretch half dead? 

But if, in ſpite of all Poe ſaid to ſave him, 

14 obs Gab Criticks are jy re "4 27 him, 
1 veg this eve: Let hi | 
True out three — Then, Galants, do your worſt, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 


82 Uncle to rd. Mr. Nerd. 
Sir Thomes Eicherſide, Father to Aurelia. Mr. Bullock, 


Welford, in Love with Aurolis. Mr. Boorh, 
Friendly, his Friend, in Love with Clarinds, Mr. Mills, 
Dawbwell, Kinſman; to Sir Tho, Eicherfode, Mr. Keen. 
Foift, a Lawyer, Mr, Spillary, 
Plotwell, Servant to Friendly. Mr. Pack, 


Bazkbill, a Goldſmith. Mr, Leigh. 


WOMEN. 


Aurelia, Daughter to Sir Thomas, in Love 
with elford. NG 
n At eee Santlew; 


Mrs, Abigail r.. 
Sifter to Sir Thomas. _ 


Buify, Maid to Aurelia. | Mrs. Saunders; 


| Bailiff, Servants 16 Sir Triftram and Sir Thomas, 
_ __ SCENE LONDON. 
Time, from Eleven in the Morning to Twelve at Night, © 


THE 


LY” 


APPARITION: 
O R. 


The Sham- Wedding; 
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ACT 1.8.C EEE: 


SCENE Welford's Lodgings. 


w, 
Enter Welford with a Letter in his Hand, Servant waiting. 
. WELFORD. 
C2 HO brought this? r 
Ser. Nehemiah Saintly, Sir; ycur 
. Uncle, Sir Triſtram's formal Book 
kee per. | * 
Wel. Find out Friendly, and let him 
know, I have ſome Buſineſs with hm 
"= of the utmoſt Haſte and Importange..--- 


: | \ Exit S . © 
Now 1 am indeed compleatly Miſerable; ſunk in a Mo- 

1 f ment] from a fair Proſpc& of an ample Fortune and Inhe-" 
| Tis B ritance 


* 9 — — 
3 VI. 


2 The Apparition: Or, 


I ; 
ritance, ta the loweſt Ebb of diſgraceful Poverty I've 
loſt a Father too nd left, it ſeems, by him to the 
Mercy of an Uncle, whoſe Nature is a Str to any 
Whoſe Honour, Conſcienee, Religion, and Faith, centre 
all in one Point; and that's his Iatereſt. My Father 
could not, did not do it Perhaps, the diſobedient Fol- 


lies of my Lauth provoked him Or the artful Diſſi- 


mulation of Sir Triſtram perſuaded and prevail'd over 
turn he would have revoked. * 
Enter Friendly. 
Friend. What's the Matter, Ned # What's that thou | aft 


him, to do an Act againſt his Reafon ; Which at his Re- 


muttering to thy ſelf? Why, thou art as dull and penſive 


as a Stage Poet that has ſquander d away, over Night, the 


laſt Remains of his Third Night; and is damned thence- 


forth to abſtain from Claret, till he has finiſh'd his next 
fulſom Panegyrick, or flattering Dedication. | 

Wel. Al:s, my Friend, have I not Reaſon? 

Friend, Come, come, I know well enough, that thy 
confounded Uncle's ſcanty Allowance, bears no Proporti- 
on to thy gay and generous Soul: But hang Reflection, 
thou ſhalt never want, whilſt thy Friends Iave enough, 
what ſhall ſuffice for luſty Burgundy, and ſprightly Cham- 


gne . 
ay] Oh! my hard Fortune! [ Srghs, 


Friend. Never ſigh, Man, for any. Thing that is in the 
Power of a little Dirt to purchaſe; nor hang down thy 
1anly Head, and be out of Countenance, in the Preſence 
of the Nymph thou admireſt, becauſe thouart not furniſh'd 
to bid up to her Price: Pleaſure muſt be ſhared, my Friend; 


and *tis as much Satisfaction in a generous Mind, to aſſiſt 


his Friend in the Means of purchaling, as to partake with 


him in the Enjoy ment of it. 


mel. Ah, Friendly! thou haſt not heard, I find, of my 
Misfortunes— How ſheuld't thou know them, indeed, 
Gnce an Hour paſt I knew them not my felf—— Pleaſure 
is now no more; Friendſhip and Love are no more 
No Man is a Friend to the Wretched. 


' Friend, What Miſeries, what Calamities can thoſe be, 
which will make any Man ceaſe to be a Friend to * | 
9 


The Sham-Medding. + 
el. Spare me the Relation, and read here. 
| [ Groes the Letter, 
Friend. reads. | g 

Couſin Wel ford 7 


I Have received a certain Account this Morning, that the 
Veſſel in which your Father, and my good Brother, was re- 
turning Home, is caſt away By which ſad Calamity, 30. 
have loſt a Father too good for you; and I a kind loving Bro- 
ther: He was a wiſe Man, and foreſaw what waſte your Ri- 
ots would ſoon make in the E/tate he had been long getting; 
and therefore prudently has left the 2 diſpoſal of u to me, in 
aDeed of Gift to that purpoſe: Whereupon I think it good to 
let you know, by theſe Preſents, That your graceleſi Courſe of 
Lite has juſtly provoked me, to apply the whole of the aforeſaid 
E ſtate to my own Uſe. And that you are to expect nothing 
further from me, "till more Grace makes you worthy the Re- 
gard of 
Your Uncle, 

| | Triſtram Gettall, Tur. 

Curſe on him for an old formal Hypocrite; would he 
have a Gentleman be a Fanatick in Religion, and a meer 
Cit in Converſation; and know but one Walk, from the 
Counting - Houſe to the Conventicle, and back again? 

el. And now Frank, tell me truly, is not my Condi- 
tion, in your Opinion, deſperate, itretrievable, and paſt 
all Hope of Comfort ? 

Friend. Dear Welford, your Misfortunes touch me; I 
pity them, as a Friend ought to pity, with a purpoſe to 
redreſs them — Come, hang it, chear up; ſome lucky 
Hit may retrieve all again, recover the Eſtate you were 
born to, and make you ſhinefar above that obſcure Fellowp 
thit now Eclipſes you. 

Nel And art thou ſo unfaſhionable a Fellow, as to own 
a Friendſhip toa Man in Neceſlity ; nay, profeſs to do 
him Good too! All Mankind forget their old Acqu:intance 
when they come to need them; and ſhun a Friend grown 
Poor, as of all Duns the moſt unea : II can't expeck 
it of thee Leave me to Oblivion and Obfcurity, and 
my own Afflitions. | __ [wipes bir Eyes. 
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Friend. For ſhame, away with this Womaniſh Paſ- 
on: I am thy Friend, and true Friendſhip delights to 
do Good; as it is free and diſintereſted at firſt, fo it in- 
creaſes, nor abates, by the Occaſions that are given us to 
Exerciſe it in; and the Wants and Adverſities ot a Friend, 
8 Fuel that inflames that Noble and Generous Paſ- 

Hel. Thou art a Prodigy of Humanity and Virtue, that 
in this frozen Age of Goodneſs, canſt preſerve thy Affecti- 


ons warm to a Man whoſe Indigence muſt burthen, and 


whoſe Fortunes are never likely to be in a Poſture to re- 
Pay thee. | RE, 

Friend, No more of this, I have no End but to ſerve 
my Friend, and the Succeſs is all the Payment I defire— 
Clear up your Countenance, I preſage all will be well 
yet Let the Coward and the Guilty deſpair, the Brave 
and Innocent always tire ill Fortune, or ſubdue her 
Let me ſee But firſt, do you want any Mony? 

Wel. At preſent, no; my good Management has ſaved 
ſamething of that little I had. 

Friend. When you do, 1 ſhall think the Breach of Friend- 
ſhip begun on your Side, if I don't hear from you 
In the mean time to do our Buſineſs What if you tried 
Perſuakion a little? Set up the Juſtice of your Claim, and 

to the Old Scoundrel's Conſcience; he pretends 
to a great deal: Lou muſt Expoſtulate, Ned; you 
muſt Expoſtulate. 

Mel. What! bow and cringe, beg and pray, for my 
Right of Inheritance, to one that has unjuſtly robb'd me 
of it! Youcannot have ſo mean an Opinion of your Friend, 

Friend, Not for the World: I counſel no fawning Sub- 


' miſſion; but go to him with a Face manfully Erect, and 


full.of your Native, but Injur'd Innocence; juſtify your 
ſelf, and modeſtly demand your Right. 

* Fel, And do you think, that an Old Fellow, with all 
the Craft and Covetouſnels 5f Sixty three, is to be talked 


out of an Eſtate of Fiiteen Hundred Pounds a Year, and 


Twenty Thouſand Pounds in Mony and Effects? 
Friend. Demand, at leaſt, to ſee the Writing by which 
he Claims it=—You muſt make a Demand, *twill juſtify 
your 


P_ 


P =" * 
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your farther Proceedings, and look like aſſerting your 
Right in Face of the World, | 

mel. Well, I'll be ruled; but I expect no otter Treat- 

ment, than what pretended Sanctity end real Knavery 

uſually afford to Men in my Circumſtances: 1 ſhall be 
called all the Rakes and Scoundrels under the Sun, in the 
New pure Diale& of the Godly Zealots. 

Friend. No matter One Thing more; Do you know 
what Lawyer drew this accurſed Deed? | 

Wel. 1 ſuppoſe my Father's; he's an unknown obfcure 
Fellow, unlearn'd and unpractis'd in the Worthy Parts of 
the Law, but skilld in dark cloſe Conveyances. TWas 
Charity induced my Father to employ him, he had ſtar- 
ved e:(c, r 

Friend. A very fit Inſtrument for your Purpoſe; his Po- 
verty inclines him to the beſt Bidder. We'll give him 
wherewithal to Eat again, and I warrant you he Un- 
ravels all. | 

Mel. He's a Creature of Sir Tyiſtram's, and, as I've heard, 
lately turn'd, by him, Fanatick : A Conſcientious Villain, 
that will never betray his Patron, unleſs it were to abet- 
ter, and that I can never prove. 

Friend. A Fanatick! Nay, then he ſwallows Gold as 
favourily as Sack and Sugar; and will betray all the Pa» 
trons in the World for a Broad-Piece——His Name? 

Wil. Foiſt— You may as well give over the Thoughts 
of him; he is too deep in Sir Triſtram's Intereſt to betray 
him to us. | - 
Friend. Fear Nothing, a Man of his Character can never 

withſtand the Omnipotence of a good Bribe — You're 
too diſtruſtful of your own Fortune — Faintheart, you 
know I'll meet you at the Ramey, at One; till wie 
Ell pay a Viſit to my dear Clarinda —— [ Exits, returns. 

I had forgot, I have an excellent Engine for you, ſhould 
this Deſign fail; 'tis my Man Plorwell; he has Subtlety and 
Impudence in abundance, two admirable Qualifications for 
our Purpoſe, Till One farewe!l, | Exit. 
Wall. Well, if complicated Miſery, like mine, can c 
ceive any Comfort, it muſt be from ſuch a one as Friendly; 
whoſe ſanguine Temper always makes him Hope the _ 

_ | A — 
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6 The Apparitton : Or, ; 
and infuſes a kind of Chearfulneſs into the moſt diſtreſſed 
and uneaſy. 
| Enter @ Servant. | 
Ser. Mr. Dawbwell is below, Sir, and deſires to know 
if he may be admitted. — 
Mel. Shew him vp, Block head; was 1 ever deny d to him? 
8 [Exit Servant, and Enter Dawbwell, 
This Ceremony ſh: ws at what diſtance my adverſe Fortune 
ſets me from my Friends: There has been a Time when 
Dawbwell would have flown tothe Embraces of his Friend, 
without a formal Meſſage for leave of Admittance. 
| [Dawb. runs and embraces him. 

Dawb. No Time or Circumſtance ſhall ever ſhake or 
alter that ſacred and inviolable Friendſhip I have for the 
generous Welford. 

Wal. *Twere a Sin to doubt thy Integrity; forgive me, 
Friend; tis natural for a Man, whoſe Condition is grown 
mean, to think himſelf deſpiſed and neglectec. 
Dar. I met the diſmal Relation of your Uncle's Cru- 
_ ,elty as 1 came hither, and that made me appear formal, 
not knowing, but in the firſt hocks of Grief, even Friend- 
ſhip's Self might have been thought Intruſion, 

Mel. How buſy is Fame to ſpread Evil? Tis almoſt in- 


credible you ſhould have heard of my Misfortunes ſo ſoon, 


Dawb.. Hear of them! Why *tis all over the Town by 
this. Sir Tr;fram read aloud his Letter of your Father's 
being Drown d, and then the Copy of that he ſent you, 
in a full Change, ſurrounded with a Crew of ſtarch'd 
iſe, p»ping Traders, of his own Level for Underſtand- 
ing and Honeſty, who by affected judicious Nods and 
Shrugs, teſtify'd their Applauſe and Approbation=Every 
Coffee. houſe in the City is full of it. He glories in it. 
Wel. Unnatural Monſter! Well! What ſays the World, 
Jack ? | know when a Man is ruin'd, all Men ſpeak 
their Minds of him without Reſerve; for Flatterers have 
then no more to hope, nor Detracters to fear from him. 
Dab. The World behaves it ſelf as it uſually does upon 
ſuch Occaſions. The Old Men, who are paſt Pleaſure, and 
envy Youth the Reliſh of it, fide with your Uncle, and 
condemn you, The Young arc; all on your Part; = 
| e 
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the Ladies of all Ages are for you; accounting your Ga- 
lantry to their Sex, to have been the chief Cauſe of your 
covetous Uncle's Diſpleaſure. | 
mil. I am their Humble Servant: But Pm as little #f- 

feed with their Compaſſion, as relieved by it. There is 

but one of that Sex from whom Pity wou'd prove a Cor- 
dial. How does the incomparable Aurelia receive the 
News of my fallen Eſtate? 

Dawb, 1 have not ſeen her to Day. 
mel. My Fortune there, which now is indeed my All, 
depends much upon your Friendſhip. | 

Dawb, Be ſure of every thing in my Power to ſerve 
you, but I believe you want no Advocate there, 

il. Cou'd l be fully aſſured of that, my ill Fortune 
wou' d fit eaſy upon me. 

Dawö. You may: Women's Paſſions are too ſtrong and 
ſincere to be torn up, when once they have taken Root. 
They Love and Hate with zs much Conſtancy, as little 
Reaſon, Reſt fatisfied, you can loſe no Ground in my 
fair Couſin's Eſteem.— But how will you deal with Sir 
"Thomas ? | 
" Wil. There again, I ſhall want your Aſſiſtance: You 
will have your Part in this After-Game. 

Dawb, And I will play it with all Fidelity tomy Friend: 
But may not I know what is projected? | 

Fel. Nothing more yet, than that I ſhould try by gen- 
tle means to work upon Sir Triſtram, whilft Fri tifts 
Foiſt about the Deed, and tries to diſcover either ſome 
Forgery, or ſome Flaw to my Advantage. We Ditie 
at the Nummer, where your Prefence will be very uſeful 
to my Affairs. ; 4 

Dawsb, I am unfortunately engag'd, but will break looſe 
aſter a Glaſs or Two, and come to you. 

Mel. [Looks on his Watch] Tis near Twelve, and I 
muſt call at my Siſter's, and go to Sir Triſtram before 
Dinner yet: You'll excuſe my Tearing you here, Fare- 
well —— Remember Aurelia. Eu. 

Dawb. ¶ Solui] Remember Aurelia! Yes: When I ſorget 
her, may I be poor and deſpicable as thou art now. But 
ty: Am got I a Villain to ny my Friend? Yes; but 
» 4% — + . 
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ſtopt? 
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L The Apparition: Or, 
if I don't, I betray my own Love and Intereſt too. 
If Helſord marries Aurelia, he marries Sir Thomas's Heir; 
and I can't bear the Eſtate ſhou'd go out of the Family. 
50 there is Friendſhip and Honour and Conſci- 
ence in one Scale, and Love and Intereſt in the other. 
They ſay the former zre Virtues of the greateſt weight 
but I am ſure with me the latter vaſtly preponderate. Nay 
upon Recollection, I am not ſo great a Villain neither, 
Il Love this Helford, and will ſerve him too,— after 
my. ſelf, No Friendſhip requires a Man to ſtrip himſelf 
of all. Let me ſee— I have it, — I'll provide for 


the Starveling too.— I think 1 have the Means. I' 
about it inſtantly, [Ex#, 


SCENE changes to a Room in Sir Triftram's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Triſtram, and Foiſt; Sir Triſtram with a Parch. 
ment in his Hand. ; 


Sir Trif, Are you ſure you have made it firm? Will it 
bind? Are all the dangerous Crannies of the Law well 


Foiſt. All, Sir: Tis as firm as Law and Words can make 
it. If your Brother ſhould come to Life again, we would 
outface him that this was his own Act and Deed, 

Sir Triſt. Are you poſitive my profane and wicked Ne- 
phew is entirely Cut off of all? I dread much, leſt ſome 
Facobite Jury ſhould fayour his Right of Inheritance. 

Foift, Your Brother's Eſtate being acquired by his Per- 
nal Induſtry, and ſubjeR to no Entail, he was empow- 
er'd, by known Law and Juſtice,to diſpoſe of it to whom 


be would. And I have made him, here, give it wholly 


and ſolely to your ſelf, — Your Nephew is not worth a 
4 Ense Shilling more than your Bounty ſhall beſtow upon 
m 


Sir Trift, Then Il take care he ſhall have little enough 


l have fatisfied my Conſcience in that Point — And 


truly, Mr. Fei, Conſcience is a tender Babe; I had 
many Scruples within my ſelf concerning this Matter: 
—— But that good Man, and great Pains-taker, Mr. Snuf- 


fle, at an Exening- Lecture laſt Week, gave me much 


Conſolation; when be ſaid, with great Power of * 
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That it is lawful for Godly Men to refreſh themſelves 
with the Spoils of the Wicked And I am ſure the 
Doctrine is good, for I never was more Edifyed withany 
in my Life — But hark-ye! What care have you taken 
of Witneſſes? Are they Conſcientious? Won't they go 
from their Word? | 

Foiſt. I bave Cull'd three of the moſt zealous and de- 
vout of Mr; Snuff Congregation; you may ſee their 
Names at the Bottom of the Deed: The firſt is Caleb 
Smoothly. 

Sir Trift. Good. 

Foiſt. Deborah Ogle. 

Sir Triſt. Ogle! Who is ſhe? 

Foiſt. She that fits in the next Pew to you, with a Face 
half demure towards the Congregation, and Yother half 
leering at the Man in the Pulpir she proteſted that 
no other Conſideration, but her Reſpect to your Worſhip, 
and the Cauſe, could have prevail'd upon her to engage 

in this Buſineſs, | 

Sir Trift, Good Woman l know | her-—ſhe ſhall 
not loſe her Reward — The other? 

Foiſt. Mr, Ezekiel Double. 

Sir Trift. He will never do; I have ſeen him go to 
Church. 

Foiſt, He writes Weekly apainſt it. 

Sir Triſt. No matter for that: If he to Church he 

won't ſtand to it. He'll never — roundly— 
Scratch him out. 

Foiſt. Well, two will ſerve your Turn; and the other 
I am ſure will never flinch 80 I give your Worſhip 
Joy of your new good Fortune. 

Enter a Servant. os 

Ser. Sir, Mr, Dawbwell deſires to know, if a Viſit will 
not be troubleſom from him; he ſtands without. 

Sir Triſh, Odſo— Let me conſider He is an hope- 
tul young Man, and a near Relation of my good Friend 
Sir Thomas Eitherſides:— But then he is very intimate, 
I hear with my Rakehelly Nephew :— I muſt be upon 
my Guard Admit him [Exit Servant.) Mr. 
Foſt, ſtep aſide into the * Room, till I ſift out his Er- 
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rend: Some Meſſage from my Nephew, ten to one; but 
I am armed. . | [Exit Foiſt. 
Enter Dawbwell, 


Mr. Dawbwell, your Servant. 
Dawb. Worthy Sir Triſtram, I am Yours: You may 
wonder perhaps at this unſeaſonable Viſit from me. 
Sir Trift. Why truly, Mr. Dawbwell. my Houſe has been 
ſo ſeldom Honoured with your Preſence of late, that I 


am apt to conceive there is more than bare Ceremony 
that brings you hither now. 


Dawöb. You're in the Right of it, Sir Fiſtram: My ſin- 
cere Reſpects for you brought me hither; I parted not a 
Quarter of an Hour ſince from young MHelford. 

Sir Triſt. If your Buſineſs be on his behalf, pray diſpatch 
it in a few Words; for I am at. preſent indiſpenſably en- 


Dawb. I wiſh my Regard for him were any longer 
confiſtent with the Friendſhip I owe to you And [I had 
much rather it had been any others Chance to have heard 
him: — I don't know whether I ought: in Conſcience 
to Betray him, even to you. 

Sir Triſt. Heard him! Betray him!-— even to me! 
—  W hat has the Apoſtate ſaid? What has he done?-— 
Come let me know—— Heard him! What! againſt his 
Uncle? ——A graceleſs Wretch! I' hamper him. 

Dab. I profeſs, Sir Triſtram, if you are thus paſſio- 
nate, I dare not ſpeak; I would not for the World incenſe 

you againſt him——Now I think on't, 1 have nothing 
to fay— —*rwas only a Fancy. 
Sir Tr. Fancy! Come, Mr. Dawbwell, you have heard 
that Miſcreant ſay ſomething to the Prejudice of my Ho- 
nour. .You muſt, you cught in Conſcience, and tho? I 
ſay it, in Gratitude, to let me know it. 

Dawb. Ah! Sir, you have touched me in a tender 
- Part: Nothing but a juſt Senſe of my Obligations to you, 
and the pregnant Inclination I have to ſerve you, could 

ſuperſede the Engagements I have to Welforg: - -— But he 
18, l grieve to ſay it——a wicked Man. = 
Sir Triſt. Come, out with it; hang him, what ſhould 


vou love or fear him for? he's not wortha Groat 
3291 220 ⁵⁵(¶ u 1 


Py 


9 1 


The Sham-Wedding. 11 
I am ſure, now I have the Eſtate, I can prove a better 
Friend than he. | : £2 

Daws. Firſt promiſe me you'l] take no Notice of any 
Thiog to him; he muſt needs know who's your Infor- 
mer, and then I ſhall have no farther Power to ſerve | 
ou: I muſt keep in with him, otherwiſe I can't betray 
im to you, | 

Sir Triſt. Excellent! I did not think ſo much Wit and 
Grace had been in you, Mr, Dawbwell: 1 hope you will 

one of us in Time. ; 

Dawb. I hope you will not ſuſpe& any Treachery to 
be in my Nature, if I chooſe to oblige you, rather 
than him, 

Sir Triſt, Not in the leaſt; there is no ſuch Thing as 
keeping Coyenants with Wicked Men; we may, and 
ought to break them, when the Peace and Proſperity 
of the Godly require it: —— Come, what ſaid he? 

Daws, I viſited him this Morning in the midſt of his 
Rage and Fury at his Diſappointment; but I trembled to 
hear what horrid outragious Oaths he ſwore againſt you. 

Sir Triſt. There's a hopeful Dog! Curſe his Uncle! 
Well, what elſe? 

Dawb. He ſaid he was perſuaded that you have for- 
ged the Deed, which gives you Poſſeſſion of his Eſtate ; 
or he can never believe his Father would be guilty of 
ſuch an Action. f 

Sir Triſt. Infamous Scoundrel! bear Witneſs, Mr. Daw4- 
well, I'll trounce him; Forged it! I'll batter him with 
Actions of Scandal innumerable: I'll lay him faſt; Pl 
teach him to blaſt the Memory of his dead Father, and 
the Reputation of his living Uncle. 

Dawb. Indeed, Sir Triſtram; if you are ſo fierce I muſt 
not proceed, 5 

Sir Triſt. Well remember'd; I am cool, I am huſht, I 
am gentle as a Lamb of the Flock, ; 

Dawb. He talkt of getting your Lawyer Foiſt into Exa- 
mination, together with Friendly, and try tb extort ſome- 
thing from him to the Prejudice of the Settlement. 

Sir Triſt, Here's Honeſty! here's Conſcience! Corrupt 
the Law, and pervert Juſtice: — well! and what —_ 
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Dawb. Only he deſigns to wait on you firſt of all, and 


try by fair Means to recoyer his own. 

Sir Trift. His own? ſhameleſs Impudence! Why, has he 

any Thing? is it not mine? I'll give him a Welcome as 

be deſerves— By good Fortune I have Foiſt here in the 
Houſe ; and tho' I don't believe he will on any Terms 
conſent to a diſhoneſt ' Thing; yet I'll keep him out of 
the my of ſuch Examiners. 

Dawv. And now, Sir Triſtram, T hope I have given you 
ample Teſtimony, that I ſcek nothing in all this, but your 
Advantage. [Sir Triſtram Embracing him. 

Sir Di. My dear Friend, Words ſhall not expreſs my 
Gratitude; only have ſtill a watchful Eye over my Ne- 

ew; ply him cloſe, creep into his Boſom; and when 

has laid it open to you, come and diſcover all to me. 

Dawö. I ſhall ſee him again this Afternoon, with his 
darling Miſchief Friendly; J ſhall be called to the Conſul- 
tation, I ſhill make a Party in the Plot. 

Sir Triſt. And like a good Common-wealth's Man con- 
feſs all to the Government, and peach thy Fellows: 
I: ike it well, tis a Righteous Practice. 

| Enter a Servant. 
Ser, Sir, Mr. Welford is coming up, he is in the Hall. 
{ Exit. 


- Sir Triſt. Preſumptuous Varlet! what, intrude without 
rave? 


Dab. I muſt not be ſeen. 

Sir Triſt. Step that way into. the Garden for a Minute 
or two [Exit Dawbwell, 
Enter Welford at. another Door. 

Sir Triſt. Well Sir, what is your Buſineſs with me 
that you thruſt your ſelf in bere thus unmannerly, as if 
*were your own Houſe? 

Mel. As my Preſence is ungrateful to you, I ſhall bur- 
den you with a Stay as ſhort as I. can. 

Sir Tiiſt, The ſhorter the better. Proceed. | 
290 Welford ſhowing the Letter. 
Vel. 1 defire firſt to be informed if this was ſent from 

you, or by your Order, to Day? 


Sir Triſh 
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Sir Triſt. Here's Conſcience, here's Honeſty ; the Mon- 
ſter would have me deny my own Hand. | 

el. 1 could gladly have hoped it had not been yours, 
for your ſake, as well as my own; but if it be, may not 
I know what I have done to deſerve this Uſage ? . 

Sir Triſt, Uſage! what Uſage? The abominable Wicks 
edneſs of the Age we live in! A Man cannot diſpoſe of 
his own, but ſome malepert young Fellow thiaks him- 
ſelf abuſed by it. 

mil. You know I am abuſed, baſely wrong'd; nor do 
I expe& any Fayour from you, I defire but Juſtice. 

Sir Triſt. Juſtice! There's another Cant: It a 128 
Debauchee be diſinherited for his Wickedneſs and Diſobe- 
dience; he thinks it Injuſtice. 

Mel. Debauchery was never any Part of my Character 
and if 1 have been diſobedient in ſome Things, my good 
Father would never have puniſh'd it with a total Rejection. 
Sir Triſt. Audacious Miſcreant! Thou Child of the 
Wicked one! Dar'ſt thou charge me with Forging thy 


Father's Deed ? 


Hel. I charge you with Nothing; I only demand to 
ſee this Deed. 

Sir Triſt. No Sirrah, you ſhall not ſee it. Get you 
out of my Doors, Sirrah, and do but preſume to think 
you have any Right to what is mine, and 1'll order you, 

Wel. And is this all the Satisfaction I am to expect? 

Sir Triſt. This is your final Anſwer; begone with it; 
and let me ſee that ungodly Face no more. 


Hel. Then no more my Uncle, but thou unnatural foul 


Diſſembler, I defy thee : Thy outward Zeal and inward 
Knavery will appear. S'Death, that my good Father ſhau'd 


be fo deluded, to beſtow the Fruits of his honeſt Labours, 


to feed this pamper'd Hypocrite ! , 
Sir Piſt. Oh Abomination! How the profane Villain 
ſwears! Thou Offspring of the Scarlet Whore, ayaunt 1 
W. „ 6 | 
Mil. But one Curſe at parting: May the hungry Can- 
kers of thy on Perſuafion, devour thy ill-gotren Sub- 


ſtance, till thou art as bare as I am. Exit. 
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Sir Trift. A fair Riddance: I was never iſo provoked in 
my Life; 1 had like to have rav'd and ſworn like one of 
the Wicked. [Goes to the Door.] You may come in there: 
1 Re- enter Foiſt. 
Mr. Foiſt, you ſhall Dine with me to Day, and if my 
wicked Nephew, or his debauch'd Companion, ſend for 
you, be ſure avoid them: They have a Deſign to to 
murder you, as far as I know, 

Foift. I ſhall avoid them as I wou'd a monyleſs Client, 
or a Suit that nothing is to be got by. 

Sir Triſk Well: Be Honeſt; mind your Inſtructions, 
and Pl] reward you. . 
Toi. May I never be calbd to the Bar, if I ever negle& 

Sir Trift. Calbd to the Bar! Why, if you ſucceed in this, 
you ſhall be called to the Bench. If ever our Party have 
any Intereſt again, the Family of the Foiſt, ſhall make a 
greater Figure in Law Hiſtory, than ever the Hales's or 
the Littletons did. I am ſure you will richly deſerve it 
of them. But Mum. | 
| Re-Enter Dawbwell. 

I fear'd we had loſt you, Mr. Dawbwell. 

Dam. I took a Turn or two the more, to be ſure to 
eſcape Welford's Notice. 

Sir Triſt. Dinner's ready, we ſhall have your Company, 

Daws, I'll wait on you inſtan'ly, 

| [Exegnt Sir Triſt. and Foiſt. 

Dawdb, [ Solas.) So far Matters go ſwimmingly. The 

teſt Difficulty is, Aurelia will never be won fairly; ſhe 

ves Welford, and hates me:—There it ſticks— Sheꝰ ll ne- 

ver conſent —But no matter: Force or Fraud will do as 

well; and if I neyer gain her Approbation, ſol get her Per- 

ſon and her Fortune, I'll not ſtand out for ſo ſmall a Matter 
as her Liking. 

Let thoſe who Bind themſelves to Honour's Rules, 

Dye, 4s they Live, Unthriving Honeſt Fools; 
bo covet vain Reports of Honeſty ; 
'd let them take the Fame for me: 
Succeſs in Fraud pays well for Infamy, [Exits 


ACT 


the Show-Weddrug, 15 
ACT I. SCENE I. 


SCENE A Room in Sir Thomas Eitherſide's Hoafe, 


Enter Aurelia and Clarinda, 


Clar. Elieve me, dear Aurelia, that nothing but a Senſe 

of my diſconſolate Condition, without you, and 
the ſcaſonable Relief I juſtly hope from your faithful 
Counſel and Advice, cou'd have made me thus indecently 
break through all Forms, and come abroad the ſame Day 
I heard of my Father's Death. 

Aur. is Generous and Diſcreet: Let preciſe, metho- 
dical, diſſembling Fools, who live by Cuſtom, and rejoice 
or grieve by Rule, mourn by the Almanack, and bound 
their formal Lamentation by Days and Weeks. The Sin- 
cere and Wiſe know what is due to a Friend's Memory, 
and their own Loſs, and pay that punctually; but no 
more. 

Clary. Alas! My Sorrows are not to be circumſcribed by 
Time, and much I fear, none will &er determine them. 

Aur. Be comforted, Clarinda: Your FatFer*'s Thread of 
Life was almoſt ſpun, Fate cut it not, *till the laſt haſty 
Lock was twirling off the Diſtaff. 

Clar. A thouſand Circumſtances concur to aggravate my 
Grief, Had Nature cut him off by ordinary Means: Had 
he return'd to his own Native Home, and there expired 
gently in the Arms of his relenting Children, I had then 


amented no Calamity, but what is common to all Man. 
kind ——But now! ———— _ | | 


Aur. What now? ; 

Clar. No Pious Obſcquies to attend his Herſe! No Monu- 
ment to cover his Venerable Duſt, but the boundleſs Ocean, 
or the voracious Maw of ſome frightful, horrid Monſter of 
the Deep! I cannot bear the Thought.  [Weeps. 
Aux. How natprally does a Mind once depreſt, {eek to 
add to its own Weight? And from what inconfiderable 


"Particulars, does it form ſolid Diſtreſs and Wretchedneſs to 
its ſelt?— Conſider his Death was attended with no man- 


— 
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ner of Ignominy, or Diſhonour; and his fragrant Memory; 
and unſully'd Pe will build him a more glorious — 
hfting Monument, than the moſt officious Piety cou d 
have erected. | 

| Clay. | have a Brother too, in whom I well might have 
expected to have found another Father, Juſt, Generous 
and Brave. But he, alas is deſtitute of Means to comfort, 
or ſupport bimſelf. | 

Aur. You are not ſingle in that Misfortune. I have teo 
great a ſhare in't, and I am ſure I have much greater Diffi- 
eulties to ſtruggle with than you have. My Lover ruin'd, 
and I little Fortune at Command, — My Father Abſolute, 
Poſitive, and Imperious, and of a Temper not very likely 
to approve the Man, when he is divided from the Eſtate : 
Whilſt you are Free, poſſeſs'd of a fair Fortune from your 
Aunt, and Friendly an Heart and Eſtate to diſpoſe of to you, 
and no one to control him. 

Clary, I can think no Happineſs for my ſelf, whilft my 
Brother wants his, and I ſee little hopes for him, 

Aur. Have a good Heart, like me. Our Lovers are 
Men of Wit and Spirit, and I ama perſuaded it we two 
join Forces with them, we ſhall be too hard at laſt for 
a Brace of Old Fellows. ; 

Clar. What wou'd you have me do? 

Aur. Cry like a Girl that has loſt her Baby: Come, 
forget the Old Gentleman, and think of the foe One,— 
| $0,—a good Girl; compoſe your Features, and let us 
contrive an Interview with our Lovers, and take our 
Meaſures from them. 

Clar. [Wipes her Eyes.) Your chearful Temper makes me 
hope. But what part can we manage? 

Aur. The beſt Il ſecure you: Never any Deſign yet 


thrived that had not one Woman engaged in it, and where 


there is Two, I'll warrant for the Succeſs. 
- Clar. For my part I cannot foreſee any Uſe we arelike- 
ly to be of. 

Aur. I am aſhamed of your Cowardiſe and Diſtruſt. 
Methinks in this Cauſe I cou'd put on: Breeches, and go 
bully that old Scoundrel Uncle of yours, out of his Preten- 

ſions to my Welford"s Eſtate, Ek es I 


Clar, 
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Clay. Tis well, my Heroine; I believe you will have 
Occaſion for all your Courage; for, if I m 
Father, and my confounded Uncle you ſpeak of, are juſt 
enter'd the Houſe, I am ſure their Con junction has a very 
ill Aſpect on our Affairs. - 

Aur. we muſt diſappear then: I'll ſet Buify to watch 
them, as we go down: We'll then ſlip out the back way, 
and ſearch out our young Counſellors, and fear not, we'll 
rout the old ones, 


For tho in Grave Affairs of State, does reſt 
Moſt Solid Wiſdom in the Aged Breaſt, 
Is Love, Young Politicians are the beſt. [Exeunt.. 


SCENE Another Room in the ſame Houſe. 
Euter Sir Thomas Eitherſide, and Sir Triſtram Gettal. 


Sir Triſt. 1 was horribly afraid you had engaged your 
Word to marry her to the young Rakebell. 

Sir Tho. Look you Sir Triſtram, I did make a kind ef 
Agreement to that purpoſe with his Father; but my Pro- 
miſe was to- the Eſtate, and not to the young Man: And 
now that is none of his, 1 reaſonably conceive I am ab- 
ſolved of the Promiſe. 

Sir Triſt. Rightly apprehended. The Condition cannot 
be perform'd, and ſo the Obligation is void of Courſe. 

Sir Tho. True: He that had my Word is dead, and can- 
not now perform Covenants: So much Jointure, for ſo 


much Fortune: Death you know diſſolves all Contracts, 


and his releaſes me. a 
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Sir Triſt, 1 profeſs you are a very wiſe Man, Sir Thomas, 
a very wiſe Man, I was afraid you had got that whimſi- 
cal Notion of Honour in your Head, that makes Fools keep 
their Words to their own undoing. | 
Sir Tho. I wou'd not doa diſhoneſt Thing for the Werld 
but Care of Poſterity is incumbent upon every honeſt Man, 
Twere Injuſtice to my ſelf and my Daughter, to-throwy 
her away upon one who has nothing to merit her. 
Sir Triſt. No. Eſtate, you mean. 
Str Tho, Ay, What elſe has Merit? 


Sir A. 
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Sir Triſt. Nothing in the Earth: Nor juſtice, nor Ho- 
neſty neither? Poverty muſt needs make Men Rogues: 
They muſt ſtarve elſe: For how can a Pennyleſs Vagabond 
come by his Living honeftly ? But Sir Thomas, | think you 

acknowledged juſt now, that you had promiſed your 
Daughter to the Eſtate, tho' not to the Man: Now, as I 
have the Eſtate, ſhe is mine by Covenant; 1 hope you 
will ſtand to your Word. 

Sir The. I thought you had been ſerious all this while, 
Sir Tram: I hope you do not make a Jeſt of my diſpo- 
fing of my Daughter? 

Sir Triſt. Sincerely, I am in Earneſt, 

Sir Tho, You muſt give me leave to conſider a little of 
the Propoſal; it ſurprizes me [ Pauſes. 
Sir Triſt. Surprizes! Is it a ſtrange Thing for a Rich 
young Man, to treat a Marriage. with a Wealthy young 
y? PIl ſettle my whole Eſtate— It works; he can- 
mot reſiſt that Bait. [ Aſide. 
Sir Tho. [ Aſide. ] Let me ſee, he's Rich, that's the main 
Point; but then he's Old-—— What of that? ſhe'll have 
the Wit to provide for her own Neceſſities ſure: My Fa- 
mily were never wanting in that—Ay, but he's a Vil- 
tain too! No matter, the likelier to thrive. [To him.] 
I fear, Sir Triſtram, there are many inſuperable Difficulties 
in our Way; you had better give oyer the Thoughts of it. 
Sir Trife, What Difficulties ?— She's not Engaged, you 
Sir Tho, Why truly, I doubt ſhe has ſettled her Affecti- 
ons on your Nephew; and I would not force her to be 
unhappy. - | 
Sir Iriſt. But you give her leave to be unhappy, if you 
-conſent ſhe ſhould Marry that beggarly Reprobate 
Her Affectiens! Why, tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould love him, 
when ſhe knows he is not worth a Groat. | 

Sir Tho. Nay, my Girl has a Spirit in her, above ha- 
ving much Value for one that has Nothing :— But then 

| Four Age and hers will never agree. 9 
Sir Trift. My Age! Why, I am Young, Healthy, Vige- 
rous, and Luſty, Ha! I am younger than her tatrer'd Prodigal 
byj1500l.a Year—-You are an Old Fellow. te talk of 
my 


or ſo weary, ſhe fhall be glad to ſtay at Home. 
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my Age; — 'm of a ſtrong long-liv'd Race:! fear 


I ſhall tire her with Conjugal Embraces, 

Sir Tho, You are vigorous indeed; well, you may be 
Young enough for her Conſtitution; and l like the Diſcre- 
tion that attends your Ycars; bu” 


Sir Triſt. More Buts yet? Am not l Rich enough, Old Boy? 


Sir Tho, Yes, but you differ in Religion; ſhe never 


like your Way: And Difference in Religion begets the 
greateſt Heats and Animoſities. 


Sir Triſt. Differ! 1'll never differ with her in the leaſt 
far that Matter; I did not care whether ſhe had any Re- 
lig on at al, or no, 

Sir Tho. No! why ſo? 

Sir Triſt. O, by all means 'tis beſt, that a Wife ſhould 
have no Religion; when they get that in their Heads, they 
never mind any Thing elſe. 

Sir Tho. Then you'li never agree: My Girl won't be 
kept from going to Church. | 

Sir. Triſt. Never fear; between puking and breeding and 
nurſing and looking after the Family; iN make her ſo ſick 


Sir Tho. Well, fince you are ſo Adventurous; and will 
ſettle all your Eſtate, you ſay, —* Tis a Match. | 
Sir Triſt. Your Hand, old Dad. Fll ſhew you 2 
.Grandſon within theſe ten Months, ſhall be the Envy of 
all the Wives, and Shame of all the Husbands, within the 
Bills of Mortality, . 
Sir Tho, You are in your Altitudes ſure, Sir Triſtram; 


you forget your ſelf, you have loſt your wonted Dialect 


— of N ſudden, and talk widely, like Reprobates of this 
orld. 

Sir Triſt. S'Bobs! And that's a terrible Oath: Tam a 
new Man. Altitudes, quoth'a! Why, I was never fo ex- 
alted in my Life; I love little Aurelia; Odſniggers! Bleſs 
me, I had like to have ſworn again 1 do: But this Love, 
Father Eitherfide, alters a Man ſtrangely. 

Sir Tho. Strangely indeed; but Fm miſtaken if you are 
ſo Hot a Week hence: A Wife of Eighteen, is a ſure and 
ſudden Cooler to a Man of Sixty three; and 1 ll anſwer 
for my Girl, ſhe ſhall do her Part. : 


Sir Df 


. —-—-¼ eo ure —— —ͤ — — 


ö 
| 


* 


+ 8 — 
zo The Apparition: Or, 
* 

Sir Triſt. Shall ſhe? I long to be trying: Well, when? 
where? Ha! 0 
Sir Tho. The ſooner the better: Let the Writings be leſt to 
drawn, and the Portion ſettled, and then tray her 

Sir Trift, And then little Trjlram is the happieſt Man other N 
on this fide the Ganges; do you know where that is, by Tres 


Father? Tis an huge Row of Mountains that part Chri- have he 
ſtendom from the Heathen World. 


a Begg 


Sir Tho. I hope Aurelia will be ſenſible of her own et 
Happienſs. Who muſt draw the Settlements! Buiſ 

Sir Triſt. Foiſt; no Man fitter; I ſecured him at my _ 4 2 
Houſe to Day; from my wicked Nephew's Plots. I let fulion 
him with Nehemiah, in a learned Diſpute; whether the what | 
Chriſtians in Muſcovyare Independentsor Presbyterians,— * 1 
am ſure he is faſt for Two Hours, if no one interrupt on; 
them. be Ma 


Sir Tho, *Tis time to relieve them; do yow go and get for er 
Matters ready there, whiiſt I prepare a 4 or the D. 
long to have her ſecured before it takes Air, and Welferd- . rea” 
contrive any Thing to diſappoint vs. ty in 

Sir Triſt, You ſay well; let itbe to Night; every Thing h * 
ſhall be in a Readineſs; and d' you hear, for the better Se- dope. 
curity, let it be at my Houſe. | Clars 

Sir The, With all my Heart : Haſte then, loſe no Time. | f 1 
Sir Triſt. I run, I fly upon Wings, like Heathen Fupi- _— 

ter, when he was a Bull for Love. : Girl: 

Sir Tho, I'll wait on you out, and then let her know = 
what a comfortable Husband I have provided for ber, |, B, 
Enter Buiſ 798974 11. 
| oy Mi 
Buiſy, Here's fine Miſchict) towards a fair Bargain and pe 


Sale made of the Perſon of my Young Lady: Who would 1 $ 
be a great Fortune now, to be bought and ſold in Hugger- Cir 
mugger, like a Pad-Nag, by a brace of old reſty Marriage» F 
Jobbers ?——Were it my Caſe tho' I ſhould like it well 2 
enough: A rich Husband for me, let the reſt of him be has” 
what it will; if he were Old I ſhould not care; unleſs L 
*twere in another Iſland of Pines, where none elle is to be 22 
had: — But my Lady is too ſcrupulous and virtuous for- 890 


ſooth to receive Conſolation that way; and is in Love with ha 
| a 


m 
let 
the 


— — 


apt 


get 
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1 Beggarly Gallant, that bas not one ſolitary Half- piece 


ett to ip into my Hand at the Stair- Foot: I might be- 
tray her now—-- But Sir Triſtram is as Covetous, as the 
other Needy :— So in a Caſe where nothing is to be got 
by Treachery——PVll even be faithful, and tell her all I 


bave heard. 
| Re-Enter Sir Thomas. 
Sir Tho, Where's your Miſtreſs, Huſſy? 
Buify. Gone out, Sir, with Madam Clarinda. | 
Sir Tho. How! Clarinda! and Welford 1 ſuppoſe? Con- 


"BF? fuſion! Married, I'll warrant you! Confeſs Minx, come, 


what Hand have you in this Plot? 

Buify. What Plot, Sir? I know of none. 

Sir Tho, No, you don't know that Aurelia is ſtolen to 
be Married to Welford, and ruin and diſgrace my Family 
for ever? ¶ Draws his Sword.) Tell me, thou Inſtrument of 
the Devil, when, which Way they went, and this Mo- 
ment, or I'll ſend thee to Belxebub, with all thy own and 

thy Miftreſs's Sins about thee. 

Bui. Oh Lord, Sir! Pray don't fright me ſo: As I 
hope to be ſav'd; nay, as I hope to be married, Sir, ſhe is 
not gone with any ſuch Intent, that | know of: Madam 
Clarinda and ſhe walkt out ſince Dinner. And J am ſure, 
for Mr. Welford, ſhe bates him, 

Sir Tho. 44A | am pacified: Come, tis a good 
Girl: [Chutks ber.] But are you ſure ſhe does not love 
Welford ? - 

Buiſy. May I never taſte your Worſhip's Bounty more, 
if 1 did not hear her this very Morning ſpeak all the bitter 

paſſionate things againſt him, that could be uttered, 

Sir Tho, This for thy good News—{ Gives her Money.] 
I rejoice to hear it: 1 have ſuch an Husband for her, the 

City does not afford the like, * 

Buiſy. ¶ Aſide.) Two Pieces, as I hate Virginity; I won- 
der when ever ſo much was gotten by telling Truth? 

Sir Tho, You don't mind me, Hufſy: I have provided 
a Husband for your Lady: Get you in, and wait her com- 


ing, and ſend her hither to me: ¶ Exit Buily, ] 80, 1 


think I have taken a Fatherly Care of my Child; and I 
ſhall bave the Pleaſure of wiping the young Fellows No- 


ſes 


* 
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ſes that buz about her perpetually: My Kinſman Dawb- 


well I have obleryed leerii g :morouſly upon her; but he 
brings no Eſtate neither Ill wear young Fellows are ve- 
ry impudent: Eyery Fop with a long Wig and a Snufſ- box 
thinks he may pretend to an Heireſs of a Thouſand Pounds 
a Year: Bur I ſhail ſhew the World an Example in diſpo- 
ſing of a Daughter. | 
Enter Dawbwell, 

O Kinſman, did you meet Aurelia? 

Dawb. No, Sir; But I come to inform you of ſome- 


thing that nearly concerts her Welfare, and your Honour. 


Sir Tho, You do well: What is it? 


Dawb. Welford, Sir, has a&tually propoſed to ſurpriſe 


her by Stealth, and carry her off, and marry her. 
Sir Tho. By Force? | 


Daws. I wou'd not — N a baſe Thought 


of my fair Covſin; but I fear 
to thewhole Affair. 
Sir Tho, S'death! a young Harlot, I' ham-ſtring her; 
In ſpoil her Gadding: She's out now: Who knows but 
they are got the Devil knows whither by this Time? 

Dawb. No, Sir, ſhe's ſafe now I believe; for 1 know 
Welford-is at this Time at the Rammer: I thought it my 
Duty to give you this early Notice: I wow'd not have 
her ſo wretchedly caſt away, for your Sake. 

Sir Tho. [ Aſide.] Or rather for your own; But Pl! try 
you [To him.] Well, I'll ſecure her when ſhe returns: — 
Tiss vexatious Task to keepa young Girl within Bounds ; 


is privy and conſenting 


bur this Night ſhall put an End to that Plague with me, 


Dawb. What do you mean, Sit? 
Sir Tho. I mean, Sir, to rid my Hands of any further 
Authority over her for the future, by ſurrendering her up 
to the Conjugal Power. | 
' Dawb. You don't deſign to marry my Couſin to Mor- 
row, Sir? 
Sir Tho. No; but I defign to marry her to Night, Sir. 
Dawsb. | Afide.) Damnation! But he muſt not diſcover 
my Concern—— {To him.] Tis either yery ſudden, Sir, 
or very cloſely managed all this; while. 


5 Sir. Tho, 


The Sham-Wedding. 23 


Sir Tho. *Tis both I think *cis 'ime to make her 


off when every young Rogue in Neceſſity is gaping for her 


Fortune to pay his Debts, and ſupport his Extravagancies--- 
He's moved. . 

Dawb. May I know the happy Man? 

Sir Tho, Why if I thought it were in your Power to 
prevent it, you ſhould not; but as I think nothing can 
»Tis my worthy Friend Sic Triſtram Gettal—1I ſee it ſur- 
priſes you. 855 
Daws. Sir Triſtram Indeed it does: lu my Opinion, 


Sir, you have choſen a very odd and unequal Voke- fellow 
for my Fair Couſin, 

Sir Tho, Your Opinion, Sir, is like to have little Weight 
with me in this matter: I have confider'd it, look you, 


and like it well; and you are an inconſiderate young Fel- 


low, and, as I take it, a prejudic'd Party. 

Dawb. I cou'd give you many . why this can 
never be an happy or agreeable Match, nor conſiſtent with 
your Honour or Reputation. 


Sir Tho, I believe you don't approve it; and I know] I do: 


So you may keep your Reaſons and Opinion to your ſelf, 
and I'll follow mine, [Exit Sir Tho. 


Dawö. [ ſolus.] Say you ſo, Sir Themas? My Opinion is 


of no Weight it ſeems; and I cannot prevent Aurelia s 
Marriage with the old Dotard? Indeed, Coufin Knight, 


you way be miſtaken yet,——--I have a good mind to 


turn honeſt, and join heartily with Welford to break this 
Match— l' dot That is, Fil help him to rout the 
Old Men, and then find ſome way to ſecure Aurelia to my 


SCENE changes to the Rummer: Diſcovers 
Table, Bottles, and Glaſſes: Friendly aud Wel- 
ford /:ting, Plotwell waiting. (5 4 2H 


Dye Gentlemen riſe, and come forward. 


er Wis out of the Way. 


* 
el. Lexpect nothing but unlucky Aceidents to befall me. 
Fortune is in an Humour to ſport with my Diſtreſs, and 


end. Twas horridly unlucky, that Rogue of a Law- - 


amt. — 
— 


* — * 
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waiſe my Hopes only to daſh them in pieces But T 
Jookt for no better. I always thought it a very ſhallow 
Project, to hunt after Diſcoveries of this Nature. 

Friend. What can be diſcovered more to your Advantage, 
than that the Title your Uncle. pretends to your Eſtate is 
a forg'd one? | 

Wel. Can you imagine that the Contriver of that Myſte- 
ry of Iniquity, and who is no doubt, fo well paid to con- 
ceal it, will betray ſo profirable a Truſt ? 

Friend. Yes: The greateſt Villain will turn honeſt, when 
"tis for his Profit to be ſo. 

Mei. I am not of your Mind; There is as much Inclina- 
tion as Intereſt goes to make a Man a Villain, Iam againſt 
any farther Proceeding in this way. Nothing but Succeſs 
can ſcreen me from the Scandal of Bribing of Witneſſes— 
You muſt think again, before I move in i:. 

Plot. Suppoſe 1 find a convenient time to beat the Raſ- 
ca) Foiſt, till he ſpeaks Truth? 

el. I'll have nothing of Force: Extorted Confeſſions 
are always deny'd when Men are out of Danger. 

Friend. Then what do you think of commencing a Suit 
againſt Sir Triffram for the Eſtate? 

Mel. And fo declare War by Attorneys and Sollicitors : 
No: I have no Forces for ſuch an Engagement. | 
Friend. Mony, the Life of that War, ſhall not be want- 
in 
rel. But Evidence, the Soul of it, I have none. Tis 
true, you and I are perſuaded, that Sir Triſtram's Deed is 

all Cheat and Iwpcſture ; But *cwill be difficult without 
direct Proof, to bring over a Judge and a Jury to our 
Opinion. 

Friend. Money may do that too. *Tis hard if we can't 
get the Formalities of the Law, for once, diſpens'd with 
on the ſide of Right; when they ſo often have been ſo 
againſt it. 

Hel. What! Suborn/a Jury of Citizens againſt a Citi- 
zen! A likely Propoſal! Was there ever a Preſident from 
Weſtminſter down to Hicks's Hall, that a Verdict was given 
againſt their own Fraterri y? And as jor the Gen lemen 

of the Long Robe, they retain too much of their Inf 
| | Court 
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Court Practice, to give a Cauſe againſt one who lets out 
Money Oh 
Enter Dawbwcll. - 

Here comes a good Counſellor: Well, Fack, what News? 

Dawb. Nay, no News at all; Some Men wou'd be, not 
only wiſer, but older too than their Fathers; and one is 
about taking a Bargain he cannot manage, whilſt another 
parts with what he cannot keep. 

Wel. Riddles: Prithee explain. 


Dab. Why an old Friend of yours is going to ask Bleſſing. 
of one he might have been Godfather to; and beget Chil- 
dren, which by the Courſe of Nature ſhould not have been 


Born till Twenty Years after he was Rotte. 
Mil. Speak out of the Clouds: Who, and what is it you 
mean? 

Dawö. Why then, Ned, in plaia ſober Sadneſs, your 
Uncle is to be Married this Night. | 

Mel. Married? 

Dawb. And to Aurelia. 

tel. Fire md Furies! It cannot be. c 

Dawb. Nay, I only had it from Sir Thomas himſelf; 
and juſt now I over- heard Sir Triſtram give Orders to Foiſt 
- haſten the Marriage-Settlement : He is gone Home a- 

ut it. 

Wel. Curſed Misfortune! I only wanted this to compleat 
my Miſery, Inhumane Cormorant! to raviſh from me 


my Love and Inheritance together. 


Friend. Bear it like a Man. Redoubled Adverſity quick- 
ens Invention, and what ſeems at firſt Sight to add to tho 


- Difficulty, affords freſh Matter to work upon——Y ow'll 


Join, Sir, [To Dawobwell. 
Dawb, In this Caſe who wou'd not? | 
Plot. Pray Sir, bad that vile Pettifogger you met, a cer · 

tain tranſitory Bundle of Parchments with him? Did he 

carry the Badge of his Profeſſion ? 

©, Dawb, He had nothing in his Hand, but a croſs-headed 

Bamboo Cane, and a Spectacle Caſe. 2 
Plot. And if I cou'd ſteal away the Deed you have been 

talking of, it would do the Zuſineſs? | 


C Dark. 


25 The Apparition : Or, 


Dawb. Doubtleſs: Cou'd that be ſecured, Sir Thomas 
wou d never give his Daughter to one, whoſe Bags are as 
Jooſe as his Skin. | 

Plot. Expect but half an Hour Gentlemen, and] will re- 
turn with the Golden Fleece. 

Mel. You're a Madman. 

Plot. You ſhall add, Sot, Fool, Blockhead, Aſs, Logꝑger- 

head, Puppy, and as much more into the Bargain, if I am 
not as good as my Word; only expect me here. 

Wel. You will find me at wy Siſter's. 

Plat. I fly, Sir. | [Exit Plotwell, 

| Enter Drawer. 

Draw. An Old Gentleman below inquires for Mr. Welferd, 

Hel. Who is it? 

Draw. I don't know him, Sir; but ke ſeems to be one 
that has a great deal of Money, or Buſineſs; for he has very 
old-faſhion'd Clothes, very thoughtſul Looks, and a Gold 
Head upon his Cane. | | 

Mel. S Death! It cannot be my Uncle ſure? 

Friend. If it be, Dawbwell and I are Seconds enough 
Shew him up— [Exit Drawer. 

f Enter Bankbill. | 
Mr. Bankbill your Servant, what important Affair draws 
you out of Lombard ſireet? | 

Bank. Sir, I am yours: My Buſineſs is with Mr, Walford, 

and I am told he is in this Company. 

Wel. My Name is Welford. 

Bank. If you pleaſe Sir, a little further. [ come for- 

ward.) only a ſmall Note, Sir, payable to your ſelf or Order; 
I was unwilling to bring it in Specie, till I knew how you 
wou'd order the Payment: Any Time Sir, at your Leiſure: 
__?Tis at ſight, ; ** 

l. [ Aſide.) A Hundred Pounds I proteſt———— A 
mcK welcome Relief. [To him.] Sir, this Afternoon Ill 
wait on you, —But pray, is the Gentleman in Town 
himſ:1f, or did he order it out of the Country for me?— 
1 muſt not ſeem ſurpriz d. [ Aſide, 
ank. Sir, twas a Lady calld at my Houſe| to Day; I 

| Mffume tis a Preſent to you, Mr. Welford. 


1 


\ 
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l. [ Aſide.] I am diſcover'd.——[To him. J. A Lady, 
Sir? 4 * know to what bountiful Fair One I 
am ſo much obliged? | 

Bank. She was perfectly unknown to me, and I believe 
intended her Perſon to be a Secret; but I think as ſherook 
Coach again, I heard her Companion call her Aurelia, * 

Wel. | Aſide.) Aurelia! Generous Creature! Out of her 
ſmall Fortune to do this! 

Dawb. Liſtning, and Aſide. ] How! Aurelia? What can 
this mean? 

Bank. Sir, I may take my Leave at preſent. 

Welf. Your humble Servant, Sir. Exit Bankbill,] Now 
my Friends I am half brought over, to hope all will be well; 
One more ſuch lucky Accident, and I ſhall grow almoſt, 
Frank, of thy ſanguine Temper. 

Dawb, What ſudden good Fortune has overtaken my 
Friend? | 

Wel. See here a Hundred Pounds to revive my ſtarved 
Hopes; and from a Lady too; a Preſent as unexpected as 
it is grateful, - 

Dawb, Has the Lady no Name? 3 

Wel. None that muſt be publiſh'd: Tis not fair to boaſt 
of Ladies Favours. - 

Dawb. [ Aſide.) S Death! Tis from Anrelia: My Pro- 
jects blaſt on all Hands: I cinnot now reſcue her from 
Triſtram's Arms, but I throw her directly into Welford's. 

Friend. Whoever the Fair One be, 'rwas kind and ſea- 
ſonable, tho' you know you necd not want an Hundred 
Pounds. | : 

Mel. I thank you: Now let us to Clarinda, and wait the 
Event of your Man's Dcfigns: If he ſucceeds, farewel Plot- 
ting, our Work is done: If not, I'll ſave Aurelia from be- 
ing Entomb'd alive, or periſh in the Attempt. | 

Dawb, ¶ Aſide.] Let me ſee: Some Ule may be made 
of this— Where ſhall I ſee you an Hour hence? 

Mel. I cannot diſpoſe of my ſelf ſo long beforchand, as 
my Affairs how ſtand; but Plotwell ſnall give you Iutelli- 
gence, © 


Das. Well, Succeſs to us all againſt the next Mc: t- 
ing. 0 0 


C2 Fri. ud. 


| 
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Friend. Wel. Your Servant. [Exit Dawb. 
Mel. And now, my Friend, from this happy Hour, I 

date the beginning of all my future 2 Fortune: My Sun 

is juſt now breaking forth, to diſpel the black Clouds of 

Adverfity. 

Friend. May your Hopes have a ſure Foundation, and 

certain Accompliſhment. 
Wel. I have no certain Proſpe& neither, I cannot poſi- 

tively ſay my Affairs have a much better Aſpe&: But to 

Men accuſtom'd to ill Fortune, one little Turn of Good, 

gives new Lite and Expectation: And I, who an Hour 

ago thought my ſelf beyond Redemption ruined, am now 
revixed, to hope the Enjoyment of all my Wifhes, 


The Merchant thus, in Storms and Tempeſts toſt, 
Deſpairing Safety, gives his Hopes for loſt : 

H hi ſt all around contending Surges beat, 

And angry Billows ſeem to haſten Fate. 

Bat if at length, to bleſs his longing Sight, | 
Turo all the horrid Gloom _ one Streak of Light : 
If one dividing Cloud in all the Sky, 

Gives hope that a ſucceeding Calm is nigh, 

No more he thinks on Dangers ſtill behind, 
But Objects of Delight fill all his Mind: 
He then revolves his Safety on the Shore, 
His gainful Merchandiſe, and precious Store. 
A New-born Foy tra ſports bis raviſh'd Breaſt, 
And all his Heart bounds forth to meet the welcome Gueſt. 


. [Excunt, 


ACT 


ant, 
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ACT ill. SCENE I. 
SCENE Sir Triſtram's Hoſe. 


Enter Sir Triſtram and a Servant. 


Serv. R. Foiſt's Clark waits to ſpeak with you, Sir. 

Sir np Bring him in, [Exit Servant 
| Enter Plotwell, diſguiſed a an Attorney's Clerk, 
Well: Wat have you finiſh'd, Ha? 

Plot. My Maſter, Sir, and I, have been at work about 
your Marriage Writings, ever fince he came from you, 
and they are near concluded: But he deſires to peruſe Mr. 
Welford's Deed once more; ſomething has eſcaped his 
Memory, and he cannot proceed without it. 

Sir Triſt. Peruſe? Why he drew it himſelf, and read it 
to me this very Morning: Sure you Lawyers have ſhort 
Memories, | 

Plot. Alas Sir, ſo many Mens Affairs as we are employ' d 
about, tis impoſſible we ſhou'd remember every Parti 
Ur. | | | 

Sir Triſt. And yet I'll warrant you, if you were to 
make a Bill for a Client, you wou'd remember every Par- 
ticular from Term to Term, tho' a long Vacation went 
between. | 

Plot. Sir, your Buſineſs ſtands ſtill all this while. 

Sir Triſt. Then I'll bring it my ſelf preſently. VP. 

Plot. If you pleaſe to fend it by me, twill do better 
my Maſter charg'd me to make haſte. 5 

Sir Triſt. How do I know you belong to Foiſt? I never 
aw you there. | | 

Plot. I am a Writing Clerk, I never appear in any Com- 
wa If I were a Cheat, how ſhould I know your Afr 

air 


irs thus? 
Sir Triſt. That's right; I'll fetch it. 
| Going, a Servant gives him a Note}. 
Plot. [ Aſide.] I have ſucceeded: I ſhall be chronicled 
for a Maſter of Defign and Contrivance, 


C 3 3 bir Tris 


30 The Apparition: Or, 


Sir Triſt. [Readizg to himſelf.] How's this? Plotwel. 
Friendly's Servant, has undertaken to get the Deed out of 
wour Hands, by ſome Diſguiſe and Ariifice ; therefore beware 
of any Seranger, Hum, hum, hum. | 

Plot. [ Aſide.) What is the matter with this old Cox- 
comb? Here's ſome ſudden Aheration: I'll try to diſco- 
ver it, [Gees round and looks over Sir Triftram's —_— 
The Devil! A full Diſecvery of my whole Deſign, Wou! 
] were ſafe at the mmer again. 

Sir Triſt. Child, you are ſure Mr. Foiſt ſent you, you ſay, 
Stay here but Two Minutes, and I' bring what you want. 

Exit. 

Plot. 1 ſurpoſe that's a Cudgel, or an Halter, or Ora 
ſuch friendly Matter; I' ſecure my Retreat, whatever 
happens. 

[Goes to the Door he enter'd at, and takes ont the Key, 
| Re enter Sir Triſt. 

Sir Triſt, Come hither young Man. 

Flot. Your Pleaſure, Sir? | 
if eres timoreuſly forward, and Sir Triſt. gets between him 

and the Door. 

Sir Trift. You come from Foiſt, do you? You want 
the Deed? Thou Son of the Grandfather of Lyes! Thou 
young Impoſtor. ; Goes to lock the Door. 

Plot. What's the matter, Sir? [Aſide.] *Tis well 1 fe- 
cured the Key.- | 

Sir Piſt. Hey! the Key's gone: Bot tis all one; Vil 
teach you to plot for that Vagabond Nephew of mine: 
Hoa]! Nehemiah, Zachary, Salathiel. [Enter Servants with 
Cudgels.] Seize that audacious Villain, and give him the 
condign Puniſhment I orcer'd you, | 

They go to lay hold on Plotwell; he runs to Sir Triſt. 

who ſtands to bar his Paſſage, throws him down and 

Ait. The Servants run out after him.] Oh! the Robuſt 
Varlet! Oh! my Sides! My Head! My Bowels! Oh? 
Iam kill'd, I am bruisd to Death! Why, you Block- 
heads, Rafcals, Sots, Where are you all? Don't you ſee 
I am Dead here? | | | 


Re-enter 


ney 
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Re-enter Servants, | 

Firfl Ser. We purſu'd him to the end of the Street, and 
raiſed a Cry againſt him, but he was too ſwift of Foot 
to be overtaken, . 

Second Ser. I believe he wou'd have out- run a Brace of 
the beſt breath'd Bailiffs in Town. 

Sir Triſt. Hang him, and you too, you Oafs: Don't 
you ſee I am down, you Loggerheads, quite ſpent? And 
ſtand prating of a Race and I don't know what whilſt your 
Maſter is not able to get up upon his Legs. [They help him 
„ er 5, I am much bruiſed in the ourward Man— 

nother ſuch a Miſchance, and I am ſpoilt for a Bride» . 
groom — I had beſt haſten too; theſe young Rogues 
wil undermine me elſe. I profeſs I am hurt in the 
Back too,. and that's a ſcurvy Place for an old Man at 


this Juncture:— Here, help me, VII to Father Eitherſides, 


and there finiſh matters, to conſummate preſently, s 
[They lead him off... 


SCENE changes to Sir Thomas's Houſe. 


Enter Sir Thomas and Aurelia, Buiſy waiting. | 

Sir Tho. What I propofe, is for your Good, Aurelia; 
My Part as a Father, is to provide for your Happineis; 
and yours, as a Child, is ro obey without Reſerve. 

Aur. Happineſs do you call it, Sir! Can there be a great 
er Miſery, than to be forc'd into the Arms of one I loatii 
and deteſt? 

Sir Tho. Time ſhall cure your Averſion, and reconcis 
you to him, | $7} 
Aur. Can Contradictions be reconcil'd? Can Age and 
Youth, Froſt and Summer, Death and Life, be ever made 

to aggee together ? | 

Sir Tho. How now, Malepert? Who taught you to con- 
tradict me thus? Sure I know what is fit for you, better 
than you do. 

Aur. Sir, with your Leave, the Comforts: or Inquie- 
tudes of a marry'd State, depend principally upon the- 
Diſpoſition of our Affections, and thoſe no one can judge 


of but our ſelves, 
C 4 Sir Thos 


32 The Apparition: Or, 


Sir Tho. Huſſy! I won't bear to hear my Will diſputed 3 
learn your Duty to ſubmit, and ſay no more. 

Aur. Hitherto my Actions have known no Rule, but 
your Commands; and if I diſobey them now, I hope I 
am not undutiful; ſince I prevent you from the hortid 
Guilt of ruining her, whom by the ſtricteſt Ties of Na- 
ture you are bound to preſerve. | ; 
Sir Tho. [ Aſide.) How perverſely the Jade argues? She 
has been a dutiful Child, that's the Truth on't; but I mult 
not be wheed!'d out of ſuch an adyantagious Match as Sir 
Triſtram. [ To her.) Look you, Child, I am far from ruin- 
ing you, | mean to make you happy in an opulent For- 
tune: Come, be a good Girl, and do not withſtand your 
own Preferment. 

Aur. I never could be perſuaded, that true Felicity con- 
fiſts in poſſeſſing a great deal; what Satisfaction is there in 
Riches, when they cannot be enjoyed? 

Sir Tho, True; but you ſhall enjoy all your Soul can 
wiſh: Conſider, Aurelia, the Splendor, Clothes, Equipage, 
Jewels, and Pleaſures, you will be Miſtreſs of: Pekides, 
you will be a Lady too, Zooks, you'll be the Envy cf 

The whole Town, - | 

Any. T can't fancy my ſelf Happy, meerly becauſe o- 
thers think me ſo : The World, that judges only by Ap- 
pearance, often makes thoſe the Marks of its Envy; whos, 
if their inward State were truly known, are rather Ob- 
jects of Pity. 

Sir Tho, Then the Honours that will low in upon thee, . 
Girl: In leſs than half a Dozen Years thou wilt be Lady 
Mayoreſs; at once in the Bloom of Beauty, and at the 
Pianacle of Authority. | 

Aur. Yes; and learn to make Cuſtard for the Sword- 
Bearer; and hear all the doting Sir Formals of the City 
make their avkward Compl:men's, upon my diſcreet 
Choice of a Husband, "Twill be a pretty ſight, to ſee 

your Daughter placed among thoſe pieces of Antiquity, 
and ſimpering at the ſmutty Commendations of old Men 
for Husbands, when her own Experience can give the 
Lye to every Word of it. | 


; _ Sin Tho, 


| Come, * out, is it not ſo? 


Diſobedience? Your Stomach is too nice for an Old Huſ- 


are not Sir Triſtram's Bride, you are no longer my Daugh- 
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$ir Tho, Huſſy, don't provoke me: I know what you 
would be at; the young Spendthrift Welford runs in your 


Head: I warrant you would ruin y-ur ſelf now, with all 
your, Heart, and take the Beggar before Sir Triſtram: 


Aur, I ever thought it baſe to lye; I do own I bad 
rather partake of his Wants, than ſhare his Inheritance” 
with his wicked Uncle. 

Sir Tho. Lis very fine, I am glad I know your De- 
figns; but d'you hear, Mrs. Pert, this Night ſhall fecure ' 
you in the Arms of that Uncle you ſo much loath and de- 
teſt; therefore in and prepare. ; | 

Aur. [ Kneels.] On my Knees I beg you Sir revoke” 
your cruel Purpoſe; I will never marry Welford without 
your Conſent: ſpare but to force me to Sir Triſtram. 

Sir Tho. What! You article with your Father, do you,- 


band to go down with you, is it? You want a Dainty- 
Bit, a young Fellow to ſatisfy your Wanton Appetite: \ 
Sir Triſtram is not Man enough for your Buxom Embraces, 
is he? Well, provide for your ſelf otherwiſe if you can, 
I am reſolved he ſhall have the awful Authority. | 
Aur. [Riſing.] Theſe are Words which neither become 
you to ſpeak, nor me to hear. I have intreated with all 
Humility, if you continue inexorable 1 can die; Obey L 
cannot. [ Going. - 
Sir Tho. Stay; hear my final Reſolution; if this Night you 


ter: You have two Hours to conſider of it; if Perſua- 
ſion will not do, Force ſhall, [Exit Sir Tho. 
| Enter Dawbwell. 
pany: In Tears, fair Couſin? what is it makes you 
weep: | ; 
Buiſy. e that made the firſt of our Sex weep; the old 
t. 2 
Dab. Whom do you mean, Mies. Buiy? ä 
Buiſy. Nay, there are two of them, my old Maſter, 4 
and Sir Triſtram: They ate both Mad, and are going t0- 
make my Lady ſo too. | = 
| Dawb, Mad! as how? | 
C. og: | Bis: 
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Buiſy. Why would any one but a Madman throw away 
ſuch a blooming pretty Creature as this, upon cold un- 
active Seventy? And if Sir Triſtram were not as Mad as 
he, he would never at that Age take a Wife of Eighteen. 

Dawb. I heard of this being defign'd; but could never 
| conceive Sir Thomas would hold in the ſame Mind. 

Aur, This Night, this accurſed Night, I am doom'd. 
: to perpetual Bondage and Wretchedneſs, 

Dam. | hope better Things: And now to undeceive 
| you, I knew all this before. I came now from Welford, 
| who by me begs you to be out of the Way this Night ; 

and by to Morrow ſomething will be done to make all 
- Things well. | 
þ | Aur. I'll to Clarinda's then. | 
I Dawb. You will be ſearch'd for there; for which Re:- 
ſon ſhe abſents her ſelf too: She lies too Night at Mrs; 
'f _ Scentall's, the pretty Exchange-Woman ; whither, if you 
will convey your ſelf, unſeen, you will give us Time and. 

Opportunity to deceive the old Gentlemen. 

k Euter a Servant. | | 
| Ser. Madam, Sir Triſtram is below, and with bis Service, 
| defires to know if he may have leave to preſent his Service 
before the Shrine of your Beauty: He charged me 
to uſe the very Words. | 
Aur. Coxcomb. What muſt I do now, Couſin? Had I not- 


| beſt ſlip down the other Way, and eſcape to Mrs. ScentalPs'? 
| | Dam. I believe *ewill be beſt to ſee him and receive 
him civi'ly; will prevent Suſpicion; as ſoon as he is 
{ gone, pur ſue the Directions I gave you. | 
Y Aur, Tilbe ruld by you, Admit Sir Triſtram. [Exit Serv. 
'F Dawb, [ Aſide. ] I'll go and detain your Father awhile, [ Exit. 
5 Enter Sir Triſtram. | 
: Sir Trift. Fair Miracle of Beauty and Goodneſs, let me 
| approach and kneel to thy Perfections. eo ig 
Aur. | Aſide.) Coxcomb— You horour me, Sir, 
| Sir Triſt. My Defign, and my Ambition, Madam, are 
to honour, and dignify, and diftinguiſh you: You ſballbe 
my Saint, and J will be your Proftrate Adorer. 
Ar. Havea care of Idolatry, Sir Triſtram: I thought the 
Worſhipping of Saints had been the greateſt Abominatiom 
to Men of your profeſt Purity. | Sir Piſt. 
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% Dit. Such a Saint as you would make the World 
turn Idolaters. | | : | 

Aur. 4 75 If my fad Heart would permit, I could 
make my ſelf merry with this old Fop. [Tv him] I am 
afraid, Sir, the Worſhip would be as falſe as the Religion: 
You would quickly find out the Goddeſs to be of your” 
ewn making, and unmake her again, as ſoon as you bad 
her in your Power, 5 f 

Sir Tyiſt. 1 would uſe you as the moſt zealous Catholick: 
does his Tutelar adopted Saint; my Petitions ſhould chie fly 
be offer'd to you, Madam; | 

Aur. Rather, as ſome Heathen Prieſts have uſed their 
Qracles: Fmuſt be taught to move and ſpeak, as you, un- 
ſeen, direct, and you'll pay me a ſeeming Reverence in 
Publick ; whilſt in Private I am no more than a mere” 
Utenſil for Gain, ſcarce lookt upon; at beſt negle&red. _ 

Sir Triſt. I profeſs I am amazed atlyour profound Wit: So 
young and yet ſo judicious? But, Madam, in plain Terms 
I love and honour you— You have touch'd an Heart that: 
has felt no Emotions of this kind theſe Dozen Years. 

Buiſy. [ Aſide.) Not theſe r dare anſwer for it. 

Sir Triſt. Indeed, Sweet, till I beheld you, I never did love 

Buify. Met hinks, Sir, you begin o the lateſt; if I may 
Judge your Years by your Locks your will ſcarce have 

arnt your Leſſon, till you are paſt the Practice of it. 

Sir Triſt. My Years, Gentlewoman? I would have you* 
to know I was but a Child at the Reſtoration. . 

Bui. Some Men are always ſo. 

Sir Triſh. I am about Let me ſee about 
Fifty Three: Is that a deſpicable Age, Miſtreſs? 

Aur, By no means; Fifty Three is a very good Age. 

Sir Triſt. I-thank and admire you, Madam: You are 
Wiſe: Fifty three is a better, diſcreeter Age, for -an-Huf-- 
band, than Three and Twenty. | 

Buiſy. Ay, if Husbands were to be choſen, like Pieces 
of Gold, by the Antiquity of their Face: But Old Men 
are rather like Old Halt-Crowns, clipt of Half their 
Weight; and can never be current among us Women, un- 
leſs we could recoia them. * . 


* T5jif- 


* 
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Sir Trift. Well, Mrs. Nimble-tongue — I ſuppoſe when 

that old Money went, you might have been found ſtatuta- 

ble — Pardon me, Madam, your Servant's Rudeneſs pro- 

voked me—— But as 1 was ſaying —— My preſent Bu- 

| fineſs is to make you an Offer of Marriage— You don't 

like high Flights I ſee— And 1 like you the better for it 

—— And fo I come directly to to the Point. 

Aur. You cannot expreſs your ſelf in too few Words, 

Laſſure you. 

Sir Triſt. Your Prudence deſerves Commendation, I have 

your Father's Conſent. May I bope for yours? 

Aur. I was always taught to obey my Father. : 

Sir Triſt. Heavenly Creature! You make me weep for Joy. 
[Prulls ont an Handkerchief, and drops a. Paper, and 

Boiſy cakes-it ub. 

90 good a Daughter muſt needs make a bleſſed Wife, 

Axr. That's no Rule, Sir: Tho'I am mild and tractable 

under a Father's Diſpoſal, I may prove very froward when. 

I come to be at my own.. | 

Sir Triſt... Such Sweetneſs can never be fo — [ Aſide. ] 

In make her know tho, when 1 have her, ſhe ſhall be at 

Mine. | 

Buiſy. [Reading the Note aſide.) This was a lucky Chance. 

Pipe Triſt. This Night then, 1 hope, will make us ever 

PPY- 

Aur. If T have any Power, let us ſtay. one Day longer; 
] am not prepar'd yet. I 

Sir Triſt. O my Love, ſmall Preparation will ſerye my 

Turn, and at preſent Delays are dangerous. 
8 Enter Sir Thomas. 

Aur. One Night, Sir, can bring no Danger. 

Sir Tho. What, are you wheedling, Miſtreſs, for time 
to eſcape to your Beggarly Galant? I ſay it ſhall be To- 
night: Come this Way, Son Triſtram: A. Word in private. 
| | They come forward. 
Duiſy Look here, Madam, what Sir Triſtram has dropt? 
Nere's a Diſcovery. de | [ Gives her the Paper. 

Aur. [ Looking, in it.] How !  Dawbwell a Villaio ? Tis 
well I went not to Scentall's, — There is more in this 
What can. 1 do. now, Buify 7. 


Buy; 
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Bui). By all means keep fair with him till you diſcover 
more: I'll watch him, and give notice to Mr. Welford of 
his Perfidy. | 
Aur. Do ſo; and but mum; we are obſery'd, 
Sir Tho. Do you hear, Aurelia, two Hours hence ie 
the Time. Be ſure you ſtir not, on my Bleſſing, - 
Aur. I ſhall not, Sir. 1 
Sir Tho. Tis a good Girl: Sir Triſtram: and I are going” 
to Seal; and then, Wench —— I ſay no more — Thou 
art provided for. D Exeunt Sir, Tho, and Sir Triſt. 
Aur. Provided for ? Yes, as Executed Criminals are: 
provided for: Nay, tis worſe :: They are out of Pain in 
this World; whilſt my Torment for Life is juſt begin- 
ning = Go you to Clarinda, and haſten — to me; 
and let her ſend to her Brother to meet her here. n 


Tho' vow with anxious Cares and Griefs oppreſt, . 
Tet Innocence, at laſt, will ſure be bleſs, | [Exeunt-.- 
SCENE cbanges to Clarinda's Lodgings., 
Enter Clarinda, Friendly, Welford, and Plotwell; 
Clay. You are a fine Contriver indeed: Is your infallible 
Deſign come to this? | | 
Friend. Sot ! Blockhead! To amuſe us with prear Ex-- 


ations, and trifle away the Time on a Project ſo ſhale 
w and filly as the vileſt Rhimer to Punchinello would be 


aſham'd of. 


Plot. Is it my Fault if the beſt laid Plot miſcarry? I am 
ſure mine was hopeful enough; and nothing but the De- 
vil could have fent that Note in the nick of time to fruſ- 
trate it. | 

Friend, When Fools miſcarry of their Folly, they ak 
ways lay the blame on the Devil, or the Fates; when 
their empty Contrivance is cafily ſeen into, without a 
Conjurer. te | 

Flat. I have a Thought may retrieve all yet. * 

Friend, We have much Reaſon to truſt you again in- 
deed— In the Name of Stupidity, What is it? 
Plot. [To Welf.] I will counterfeit a Letter from your- 
Father, to you, of his. miraculous Eſcape: This, by ſome 
aa” 


— —— 
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Means, I will bring to the Sight of Sir Thomas, which 


will put off the Wedding, and afford us room for further. 


Thought. 

Clay. This has ſomething a better Face than the other. 

el. You may try your Fortune once again: But I ex- 
pect little from it. 

Friend. Dear Clarinda, whilſt we are thus intent upon 
8 your Brother's Love, my own ſtands ſtill neg- 


Clay. I have ſaid too much to give you the leaſt Pain 


for your Succels here: I hope you don't ak «farther pe: 
ation. 


Friend. Charming Creature: My Happineſs i is now con-- 
firm'd ; But may 1 not bave leave to bope I may ſuddenly. 


complete it by making you mine? 


ar. When my Brother's Affairs are in a better Poſture, . 


Thee: no Objection. 


Friend. I kiſs your Hand upon it, and ſeal * Vows of 


everlaſti Love. 
thy Enter Buiſy. 


Buiſy: Madam, my Lady with Impatience inpeftoryon: 
O Mr. Welford, you are a couragious Lover indeed to for- 


ſake your Miſtreſs in Adverſity: If her Faith in you had. 
— * very well ſettled, this Abſence would have ſtag- 
d it. 
Wel, My Neglect will excuſe it ſelf, that it has been to 
4 her Ser vice. 
Buif, A we know you have been contriving: Has 
any Þ it there been on fome Deſign with Sir Triſtram 


La, He has: But I am amazed you ſhou'd know it. 
155 And you did not ſucceed. Mr. Engineer, did you? 
Plot. No: The Errant Devil prevented me: Nothing. 
elſe could have done it. 
| Baify. I hive Conjur'd for that Devil, and here he is. 


[ Groes Welford a Paper: . 


Hel. How's this - — Plotwell — Deed —' Hands 


Atifiee —— but tate uo notice you had this Infor mation from 
gour Friend. and Servant Dawbwell —— Villain! Treache- 


Tons nl. yl have his Blood. 


cler 
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Clar. Dawbwell betray. you to Sir Triſfram? I am con- 
founded. { . 6 

Bui. There is more in the Wind: He bas hinted at 
Love to my Lady: He has Deſigns deeper than are yet 
come to light. 2 

mel. T'll cut his Throat: A Monſter of Ingratitude! 

Plat. Patience, Sir. If you openly quarrel with Mr. Dawb-- 
well, we but weaken our ſelves ; You may call him to Ac- 
count, hereafter. | | 

Clar, Plotwell is in the right : Give him no Cauſe to 
think you ſuſpect him: He may be managed to your 


Advantage, and you may make him your Property, whilſt” 


he thinks you his. 
Buiſy. I have engag'd to watch him, and will give you. 
immediate notice of all I diſcover. 
el. [Gives her Money.) This as a ſmall Earneſt of my 
Gratitude; Be diligent, and no Reward ſhall be too great. 
for you. 58 3 | 
Buify [ Aſede.] Ten Pieces, as I love Flattery —— Sir, 
you ſhall have ng Cauſe to doubt my Zeal to ſerve you, 
el. Now, Siſter, let us haſte to Aurelia; We ſhall have 
your Company too, Fran Fertune ſmile upon me 
but in this one Affair, and I defy thy Frowns for ever. 
1 Exeunt. 
SCENE the- Street before Sir T riſtram's Houſe... 
Euter Mendwell in a plain Habit, and a Servant. 
| Mend. Knighted, ſay you? | 
Ser. Laſt Week he purchas'd that Honour. 
Mend. And pray, where is Nephew Wilford 
Ser. Diſcarded, My Maſter found bim an ＋7 
—— ys the Eſtate his Brother left him, and fo 
m off. 
Meud. Acquaint Sir Triffram, that a Perſon juſt return d 
from Sea, has ſome important Buſineſs with bim. 
Ser, He is now. at his Father-in-Law's, Sir Tomas 
Eitherſides. e r 
Mend. Is Sir Thomas his Father -in · av ꝰ?ꝰ TY 
Ser, | believe by this time he is: They will be here at 
Supper, If you will walk in, you may ſpeak with bias. 


Rent- 
turn'd” 
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then: I am ſure he won't ſtir for all the Crown'd Heads 

in Exrofe. till tis over. | | [Exit Servant, 
Mend. O brave Sir Triſram! You lay about you I faith ? 


S CEN E Sir Thomas's Howſe. 
Euer Dawbwell and Mrs. Abigail. ;Buiſy liſtens behind. 


ealy Way to all your Wiſhes, 
Ali. I confels I do very much affect Mr. Welford, and 


eould with much Conſolation repoſe my ſelf in his Em- 
braces: But to marry a Man without his Knowledge and 


againſt his Conſent —— I doubt if it may be lawful, 

Dawb. Nay, if you have preciſe Scruples, I have done: 
F thought your Zeal had held any thing lawful that is for 
your Profit or Pleaſure. 


Abi. Why truly, Couſin, I believe I may ſatisfy my Con- 


ſcience, if it may be effected ſure and privily. 


Dawsb6. It cannot miſs, as I have. coatriv'd it. Follow 


But the Inſtructions I gave you within, and I will get 


fairly pair'd to each other: A Thouſand Pounds ſhall be 
added to your Fortune, and Welford's Eſtate is recoverable 
when you have Money to proſecute the Law. 

Abi. Good, I profeſs: . Well, if we ſucceed Ill even for- 


* 


fake the Godly ; I bave gonet heſe twenty Years to Lecture 


for an Husband, but the Saints are too crafty to Ceal-upon 

the Square; and I was too proud to deſcend. below my 

ſelf, and now I muſt ſhift as well as I can. 
Dawb. Retire so your Chamber till I ſend to you, and 


beſure ſtir not out of the Way: Things may be ripe ſooner 


than I expect. | | 
Abi. 1 go full of ExpeQation. [ Exit. 
- Dawb, LSolus.] So, my Plot thickens apace; I ſhall get 
to the end of my Comedy anon: I'll ſwear I wonder how. 
Men can be ſuch Fools to be honeſt, when Roguery 
thrives ſo Well: Look where you will, tis that ſways che- 
World. N 7 r F 202454) a | 4 | 
Aud prof rous Villany abounds with Store. 
ii beſt Ma are f , depis and e 


A. T. 


Dawb. And fo, dear Couſin, I think 1 have paved an 


Aurelia; and you Welford, whilſt they think themſelves 
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SCENE Another Room in the ſame Houſe. 
ind. Enter Aurelia, Clarinda, Welford, Friendly, Buiſy, and 
ed an" Plotwell, 

| Wel. To O ſee you thus again, faireſt Aurelia, is a Plea- 
, and fure that largely recompenſes my former Pain 
Em- Aur. With me it has a quite different Effect ia View of 
e and what we love, is a Curſe inſtead of a Bleſſing, when we 
. know that Sight muſt be our laſt, | 
done: Wel. Our laſt, Aurelia? | 


is for Au. So my cruel Father has derceed; this Night, this“ 
hateful Night, muſt ſever us for ever. | : 
wel. Whilſt theſe Arms can hold, and this good 8 
protect you, nothing ſhall ever ſever us. | 
Friend. 1 have a Sword and Heart to engage in the 
fame Quarre] too. | 
Clar. So we are to be won by Dint of Chivalry, like 
Lady in Romance: My Brother and Mr. Friendly look and 
talk already like an Errant-Knight and Squire, going to 
diſenchant the diſtreſs'd Damſel. | 
. Buiſy. They muſt make haſte then, or ſhe'll be bound 
in Chains, the Mettal of their Swords will never cut a- 
ſunder. 
Mel. Siſter, you make too light of my Misfortunes. 
Clar. Tis to ſhew you the Folly of your deſperate De- 
fign; the Gods of Love and Wit are ſtrict Allies: This is 
no Age of Amorous Heroes: Mars and Cupid ſeldom, in 
our Days, take the Field together: | | 
Buiſy. That's plain, Madam, the Caſe is widely alter d 
from what it was of old: Men take Arms now to loſe or 
leave their Miſtreſſes, as they did before to win tbem. 
Clay. We are not in a World, where Right and Wrong 
are to be decided by Tilt and Turnament: We are under 
Laws, Sir; the Monſters are all grown Humane and 
— deſtroy by Policy, and by that only can be 
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42 The Apparition: Or, 
Wel. I ſubmit; I'll be guided by your better Reaſon. 


Oh Aurelia! I could gaze upon you ever; to behold you 
this bleſt Minute, is a Cordial to my dying Hopes. 


Aur, Such a Cordial as recalls the Spirits of Wretchey 


half Dead, to lengthen out their Torture, and make the 
Senſe of Death more Pungent. 
Plat. If you have done, and have leiſure from theſe high 


Tranſports, to hear a little ſober Reaſon, I haye a Cordial 
wor th ten of it, 


el. What can that be? 
Plot. I have purſued the laſt Scent to the Parpoſe; and 


can prove, upon undoubted Teſtimony, that your Father 


is alive. 
t All. How. 

Plot. Nay, not really alive; but as it were: He is dead 
enough for you to have the Eſtate, Sir; and yet alive. e- 
nough to make Sir Triſtram give up the Deed, and Sir Tho» 
mass Daughter, to you. 

Clay. [Sighs.] I wiſh he were living in good Earneſt. 

Plot. That's beyond my Power, Madam; but if I can 
perſuade the old Knights he is; will not that do, as Mat- 
ters ſtand at preſent ? 

Friend. Very well. 


Plot. Why then, I have juft parted with an old Mari- 


ner, who was returning with him, and miraculouſly 
eſcaped the Wreck, 

el. Whar's that to the Purpoſe? _ 

Plot. 1 had fome Diſeourſe with him; and he (ſmitten 
I ſuppoſe with my Perſon and Converſation) frankly of- 
fers ro {wear that your Father is living, and will be in 
Town in a Fortnight. 


Friend. Some Agent of Sir Triſfram's on my Life: And 
ſo, Sirrah, out of your abundant Wiſdom you diſcover d 


our whole to him? 

Plot. No, indeed, Sir, —l fifted him as dexterouſly 
2s a Lawyer does a Witneſs before a Trial. : 

IWel. And what do you propoſe to make of this? 


Plor; Bleſs us! Make? Why, it breaks the Match to be 


ſure; and perhaps, with good Management, frights your 


Uncle into a Confeſſion of your Injury; or at leaſt agood 


Compolition with Jou. 
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wel. And you would have me build my Fortune on 
that Mercenary Fellow's Perjury ? ' | 

Plot, Mercenary, Sir! he wou'd not take a Groat. 

Hel. Cou'd I recover my Eſtate by that means, *twou'd 
be a Villany equal to his, who detains it from me. 

Plot. Conſider Sir, your Love is at ſtake. | 

nil. Were Life, Inheritance and Love, all to'periſh, I 
wou'd not redeem them, at the infamous Price, of be- 
coming a Patron of Falſe Witneſs, 

Aur. Generous We ford: 1 love this Virtue in you; T 
wou'd not, even with you, partake a Fortune purchas d 
with Infamy and Falſhood. * 

Plot. Your Servant: I ſee you will allow us but little 
room to work in. If Plotting were confined to go al- 
ways Hand in Hand with Honeſty and Honour, the Art of 
modern Policy might be written in the Compals of an 
Hornbook. | vid 

Buiſy. Since Mr. Matchiavel there is Nonplus d, I'll tell 
you what I have diſcover'd: As I returned from Madam 
Clarinds's, I overheard Mr. Dawbwell, and Mrs. Abigail, 
in ſecret Conſultation, I liſtned cloſe at the Door, and 
there came out ſuch a Myſtery of Iniquity, as the Two | 
Grand Intriguers, the Woman and the Serpent, (put toges 
ther for Miſchief) never hatcht before. 4 

Aur, What cou'd he have to do with her? | 
Buiſy. Nothing at all, Madam: *Tis Mr. Welfordis to have 
to do with her: He wants to be doing with you. 

Aur. Speak modeſtly and intelligibly. ' 

Bui). You know, Madam, Mr. Dawbwellloyes you: that 
is, your Fortune: And Mrs. Abigail J find loves Mr. Wel- 
ford; that is, his Youth, and the hopes of recovering his: 
And ſo Dawbwell has undertaken to make her paſs upon 
bim for you, and put himſelf upon you in his ſtead. 

Clary, How can he imagine this may be done? 

Buiſy. He knows my Lady muſt be married to Night, and 
he ſuppoſes ſhe will eaſily be prevaiłd upon to ſecure the 
young Husband, before ſhe be forced to take the Old one. 
Upon this Preſumption, and the Confidence he imagines 
we all have in him, he forms this Plot to deceive us all. 

Wet. Execrable Villain! His Blood ſhall anſwer for is, 
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Aur, I give you Joy Mr. Welford, of your deſtin d Bride: 
You'll be migtſty happy: Old Maidscling like Ivy; they are 
wondrous Loving. 
Wiel. 1 ogy you can be-ſo merry, Madam. 

Aur. Why, after all, my Aunt will be much more tracs 
table than I ſhall; She has bid adieu to the Follies of the 
World, and will make a ſtaid, ſaving Houſewife, She de- 
teſts the Vanities we call Pleaſures. 

Friend. I am of the Opinion, that falſe Zeal, and hypo- 
critical SanRity in a Woman, are more expenſive, than the 
deareſt bought Pleaſures can be. 

Clar. I cannot ſee the Reaſon of that. 


Friend. O yes: A ſtaunch She Zealot will outwaſte Be- 


lief; and were it in her Power, privately give moreto her 

Preciſe Inſtructions, than the Laviſh Cleopatra, in Luxury 
of Love, quaft off to her wanton Galant. 

Aur. Buiſy, watch my Father's Return, [ Exit Buiſy. 

Clar. Methioks ſome Advantage might be made of this. 

Mel. If deareſt Aurelia wou d conſent to crown my Hep» 
pineſs before her Father returns, we might diſappoint all 
their Contrivances. E 

Plot. Pray Madam, hear me once more, marry Mr. Wel- 
ford immediately, and then chearfully comply with your Fa- 
ther's Commands; and if with good M t we do 
not make Sir Triſtram give you up before time, and 
the controverted Eſtate into the Bargain, I'll renounce my 

Function of Plotting for Gentlemen, and turn Valet foy 
Life, to a hungry Poet, or disbanded Officer. 

- Wal. If Aurelia wou'd conſent to this. [4 Pauſe. 

Aur. I dare confent to any thing for you: But what 
will you do with Dawbwell: | 

; * the Tables upon him, and cateh him in his 
own rap. 27 1 ' 

Clar; If thou canſ do this, thou wilt deſerve a Statue. 

: Plag;, Fear nothing, none are ſo eaſy to be deceived, as 
| thoſe that ſtudy to deceive others; they are fo wholly taken 
up with laying Snares for them, that they never mind what 
is placed for themſelves. Away and diſpatch, and we will 
conſult the reſt within. þ 

Aur, Tis a deſperate Undertaking ; Miſery and 


Ruin 
attend. 
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attend the Diſappointment; yet my Love to you, Mr. 
ford, teaches me Reſolution to go through with it. 

- Wel, Deareſt Aurelia, Words cannot expreſs my Love and 

Gratitude, | 

Plot. Loſe no Time; get a Prieſt into the Dining-Room, 

and do your Parts, whilſt I find Dawbwell, and do mine. 
Re-enter Buĩſy. 

Buify, Madam, Mr, Dawbwell is in the Hall, and inquires 
for you; I belieye he is coming this way: And the Curate 
of Pancridge is in a Heat for Sir Tyiſtram: He has waited, 
he ſays, Two Hours at his Houſe, and has now follow'd 
him hither. He has more Couples to diſpatch to Night, 
and will not wait any longer. | 

Friend. In alucky Time he is come. Shew him intothe 
Dining-Room. [Exit Buiſy ] — And now Clarinda, 1 

hope I may claim your Promiſe: Your Brother's Affairs 
are in a very hopeful Poſture, | 

Clar. [ Gives her Hand.] If you dare venture, take it, 
— (nds long had Pledge for Uſa 

Friend, You have minea e for its | 

Plot. Dawbwell is coming up. Down che Tock — 
Away. [ Exeunt Wel. Friend. Aur. and Clar. Manet Plot. 

Enter Dawbwell, behind Plotwell, who ſpeaks as to him 

ſelf, and as not ſeeing him. 

Plot. This tis to ſerve a Beggar now: Had I done half 
ſo much for another, I had been a Rich Man by this time. 

Dawö. [ Aſide.] How's this? 

Plot. Tis a Diſcouragement to I „to meet with 
no Reward: One Piece in Hand, and a ſcanty Promiſe of 
Ten more? A Bawd's Fee is better Tis well for him; 

that no Body outbids him. think I-cou'd not reſiſt 
the Temptation. h 0 

Dawb. [ Aſide.) Ha! This may be a Lucky Time forme. 

Plat, If my Obſervations have not deceiv d me, there' g 
Honeſt Mr. Dawbwell has a good Iuclination to her. 
I wiſh he had her. Poor Lady! — Lam almoſt grie- 
ved I ſhall have any Hand in matching ber to the Spend 


_ thrift Welford—He will make her a curſed Hutband: © 


| Dawb. | Afide,) He is provoked as I could wiſh: N Wan- 
ted ſuch a ſecret Fellow ripen DION 
. an Go HOT 1 if | 
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Plot. Tis in my Power ſtill: If an Honeſt Gentleman, 
and a Purſe of Gold, ſhou'd meet me now, I cou'd fell 
him a blooming Beauty, and a ſwinging Fortune, at a 
cheap Rate, 1 5 

Dawb. [Comes forward.) What, Penſive, honeſt Plotwell : 
Come, I over-heard part of your good Soliloquy. 

Plot. [Starting.) I beg your Pardon, Sir, I did not know 
any one was near. 

Dawb. [ Pulls out a Pur ſe.] Will this, and Five Hundred 
Pieces when tis done, engage you to help me to Aurelia? 

Plot, Defend me, Sir, I hope you don't think tis in my 
Power, or my Nature, to do ſuch an AR. Þ 

Dawb. Nay, no diſſembling ; I heard all. Your 
good Opinion of me, is not abated by this Purſe of Gold, 

hope. | 

Pl. Sir, I always had a great Veneration for you: And 
if I cou'd in Conſcience do it I wou'd——Take your 
Mony. 

2 ä Here tis: Tis right: Fifty Pieces, upon my Word. 


And the other Moiety of Five Hundred ſhall be forth com- 


ing as ſoon as the Buſineſs is over: I will give you my 


Bond, if you diſtruſt me. 


Plat. {Taking the Purſe.] Oh dear Sir, your Word and 


Honour are Security enough. And now what muſt I do 


for this? 

Dawdb., Get me married to Aurelia in Melford's ſtead, 

Plot. lll do it immedi itely: Do you retire into the Green 
Parlour, at the end of the Hall, and ſtand cloſe; ſhe will 
be there in Five Minutes, with a Prieſt, expecting Velford. 
ans. Admirable! My own Deſign: But d'you bear: I 
made a fooliſh Promiſe to my Couſin Abigail, to help her 
to an Husband: Cou'd not you contrive to join her and 
Welford toge her? Two Hundred Pieces more are yours, it 
you will effect it. | | 
Plot. Readily Sir; twill be a Friendſhip to bim, to pro- 
vide ſo well for him. I wait for him here, When 
he comes, Lil ſend bim into the little Drawing Room, at 
the end of the Gallery, as by Aurelia's Appointment. Ill 
tell him ſhe has chang d the. Place, that being the more Pri- 
rate and then when ſhe, and you. are ſped, Lil carry the 
Frieſt, and diſpatch them too. Dawb, 


| Jour, at the en 
Madam Aurelia I know all your Wiſhes If you pleaſe 


* 
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Dawb, Thou Oracle of Wiſdom, and Prince of Policy, 
let me embrace thee, —- I will go and acquaint my Cou- 


fin Abigail with the Place. 

Plot. By no means: You will over-ſtay your Time, and 
miſs Aurelia: Be gone inſtantly, and take your Poſt; 1 will 
fetch her to you in a Minute. | 

Dawb. 1 fly. — Haſte thou good Angel. Exit. 

Plot. Now for the Lady) As I live, here ſhe comes. 

| Enter Mrs Abigail. 
This Hour, Fortune favours Diligence and Virtue. 

Abi. Saw you Mr. Dawbwell, Sir? | 

Plot. Madam, he is this Minute gone out about an Af- 
fair of the greateſt Importance. He left me here to de- 
liver a Meſſage to a Lady of the Houſe, Siſter to Sir Thomas, 

Abi, 1 am ſhe. | 

Plot. Has Sir Thomas any other Siſter ? 

Abi. None. 

Plot. Then my Bufineſs is with you: In the Green Par- 
of the Hall, Mr. elford is waiting for 


to go thither in her ſtead, a low Voice may eaſily make 
you paſs for her: You know what I mean? 8 
Abi. Verily, yes — But is the Holy Man ready? 


Plot. In the Houſe; I will conduct him to you preſently; | 
Abi, * Couſin left her Morning Gown in my Chamber 
uppoſe I put it on, to make my ſelf the more 
? 


to Day; 
like her 


Plot. By all means: Retire to your Chamber; II 


wait on you there, to lead you to your Deſires. 
Adi, 1 go with Pleaſure. 


Plot. So! By this, 1 hope, the other are faſt ; Now, to 


tue this Knot, and the Foundation will be well laid. 
; | Re-enter Dawbwell, 


Dawb, Oh Plotwell ! We are all undone: I was detained 


by an impertinent Viſitant,—Curſe on him— And going juſt 


now to the Place you appointed, I found the Door lockt. 
Pt. Twas a ftratige Folly in you to delay at ſuch a Time 
as this; but we will retrieve all. 7 
Daws. I feat tis paſt Remedy: I liſten d at the Door, and 
hear d a mutteriog of 3 or 4 ſeveral Voices, Welford bas cer- 
taivly been beforchand with uns. Plot. 
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Plot. Impoſſible; he has not been here yet. Come, Vii 
wndeceive you; the Knights are return'd, with a Lawyer 
and a Prieſt, and gone into that very Room to conſult, = 
Dawb, I am ſure I heard a Woman's Voice, | 
Fot. Buiſy, I ſuppoſe, under Examination, what has been 
done fince they went abroad, *' * 
Dawb. It may be ſo. 
Plot. It muſt be ſo. Aurelia bas been here, and made 
Choice of that very Room I had defign'd for Welford, and 
Mrs. Abigail. ! | | 
Daw6, Will not that alter our Meaſures? 
Plot. Not at all; he knows nothing of it yet: Go you 
thither, and Vl! tetch her and the Prieſt. | 
Dawb., Where is ſhe? 
Plat. Gone to flip on her Gown: Make no ſtay, I wil 
be with you in a Minute. 
Daws6. I am gone. Exit. 
Piet. How near was all unravelPd ? They have certainly 
made uſe of the Parlour inſtead of the Dining-Room : What 
2 parcel of Lyes have I been forced to tell to ſet all Right 


Euter Welford leading Aurelia, Friendly leading Clarinda, 
IR Ee Buiſy ing. | 
Wil. To have you mine, tho but this Moment, puts For- 
tune out of my Debt, for all the Injuries ſhe has done me. 
Friend. And to call Clarinda mine is a Bleſſing, this World 
bas not ſuch another to 2 2 a N 
aur. Spare your Ecſtaſies ti as happily ende as 
this; we — time for Tranſport now. * 
Clar. We may allow them a little Rapture; it never laſts 
long upon theſe Occaſions. | 
Ploz, All Joy—away now every one, and take your In- 
ſtructions of Madam Clarinda. 
ei. Part ſo ſoon ? no Time allow'd to take a tender Leave? 
Piat. Lod will have Time enough for Amorous Dalliance 
hereafter. One Moment's ſtay ruins all.— ] muſt to the long · 
ing Lady to eonduct her to the imagined Bower of Bliſs, -. 
Friend. Come away then. 
ana kind Heaven never ceaſe to bleſs | 
Our Loves With Jup, our nn _ 
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SCENE continues. 


Enter Sir Thomas, Servant waiting. | 
Sir To. This Rumour of old Heſſord's being alive ſtrange? 
ly ſtaggers me: The Veſſel was wreckt, that's certain 
Ard all Accounts agree, that not one Soul was ſuv d. 


| Yet Merchant Bar#r, who knew him perfectly well, is 


politive he met 17 juſt now in ſome ſtrange Diſpuile, 
-u be farther inform'd before I diſpoſe of Aurelia. 
I am reſolved to know the Bottom of it.— Find ont Mr. 


: Welford (To the Se vant) and let him know I have ſome 


Matter to communicate to him of the utmoſt Concern 


(Exit Servant) — VII ſobad him warily; it he be the 


Heir, and loves her ſtill, Auren will be glid of the Ex- 
change; if not, I can come about to old Triſtram 2pain. 
Enter Sir Triſtram gaily X 


* 
Sir Triſt. Come, Dad; I have been at Hd. ang ordered 
Supper: — Where is my lovely Bride? where Aurelia, 


bat in longing Expectation I warrant, as an hub Sin. 
ner of the Concluſion of a two Hours Sermon, 2 r 


Sir Tho. Excuſe me, Sir Triſtram, no Wedding To-night. 


"> ll Triſt. How! what! no Wedding To- night? What 8 
Freak now,' old Boy? - 


Sir Tho. 1 ſay, Aurelia ſhall not be married To-night, 
Sir Triſt, Leave fooling, Dad; theſe boyiſh Jeſts don't 
become your Years and Gravity. 
Sir Tho, 1 am ſerious, I aſſure you, 

Sir Triſt. Serious! why you are mad—Defend us, how he 
ſtares and muſes: I hope you have ſeen noApparition, Father? 
Sir Tho, Yes, ſomething has appeared to my Conſcience, 
and told me that I can't honeſtly match my Daughter to you, 
Sir Triſt. To me! why not to me? 

Fir Tho, *Tis-hard and rigorous to force her Affections; 
tis too much to force her Conſcience to marry a Puritan, 
Sir Thift, Here's a conſcientious Rogue for you— What, 
the old Story of Religion over again? I thought you had 
been fatisfy'd in that Scruple: You lik'd it well enough 
To. y,. Have we not fign'd and ſeal'd, ha? 
" $i Tho, I never lik'd it.— I bad not confider'd it then. 
Lou may be a Cheat in that, and every thing elle, for 
ought I know, f 
Sir Triſt, A Cheat! I defy thee, thou Imp of Darkneſs: 
I am too good to mix with thy treacherous Blood thou 
bare-fac'd Hypocrite, [Going] D A 
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Sir Tho. Stay—( ſide) I muſt not provoke him too fir) 
If the other Story proves a flam, 'tis fit I ſecure the Efate 
for my Child.— (To him) Your Pardon, Sir Triffram— 1 am a 
little diſorder d: — I like you, and your Perſuaſion very 

well,— But are you ſure your Brother is really dead ? 

Sir Triſs. He is crazed, that's certan.— W hat maket 
you doubt it, Sir? | 

Sir Tho. *Tis fir I ſhould have m Grounds to do ſo, 
before I tie the indiſſoluble Knot, | 

Sir Triſh, Too much Caution, and too little Honeſty, 
uſually go together; and now you'll pardon me in my 
Turn: —. But, as good Lock has ordan'd it, I can cure 
your ſuſpicious Humour» I hear there is a Seaman at my 
Houſe, who ſaw my Brother Welforg caſt away; I have 
not ſeen bim . — Vl! ſend for bim. 

Sir Tho, Nſo, and if he can clear my Doubts, Vil ask 
your Pay" [Exit Sir Triſti am.] I care not a Fartbing if 
8 2 married a Few, ſo he were but rich; but a 
— ogue is far more contemptible than a poor honeſt Man. 

of er Welford, 
Mr. Welford, your Servant; you have been a Stranger here 
of late: Some Diſtaſte has kept you from frequenting my 
Houſe, as uſual. 
Wel. I have had much Reaſon to think my ſelf unwel- 
come here. g 

Sir Tho. What? my Girl has frown'd upon you, per- 
. baps: 1 thought you had been too experienc'd a Lover, to 

miſtake the modeſt Coyneſs of a Virgin for a Repulſe. 

Hal. I do not un derſtand your Drift, Sir Thomas: I have 
been injured already above common Sufferance ; you'll not 

find me tame enc ugh to be made your Sport, your Triumph. 

Sir Tho, Injured? - 

Mel. Yes, bafely injured; That gloomy downcaſt Look, 

the ſure Betrayer of a guil y Mind, declares me ſuch, 

Sir Tho. Look back on your forſ. ken Love, and broken 

Vows, and then fee who i: the Injuier. 
Hel. *Tis falſe as Hell: 1 love Aurelia with a Martyr's 
Conſtancy. D=n't provoke me to forget you are her Father, 

Sir Tho. S' Dla h. hell beat me — I am afraid we are 
both under a Miſlake, Mr. Welford, pray be cool, and tell 
rae, are not your Affections cbang'd ? Do you love as fin- 

ci as cver? Could you be content to marry wy 
a Nel, 
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el. By all 1 hold good, I had rather be hers this Mi- 
mute, than poſſeſs'd of all the infinite Treaſure the Earth 


and Se1 conceal, 
Sir The, Oaly one — — Tis noiſed abroad your 


t make: Father is alive; you muſt know the Truth of it. It your 

Defigns are honourable, you will not make it a Secret to me. 

do fo, Hel. I am not ſo happy as to rejoice in a Father's Life; 

if I were, I could have no Ends in concealing it. But to 

loneſly, what tends all this? Will you be juſt at laft, and make 
in my Aurelia mine? * 1 

an cure Sir Tho. 1 profeſs, Mr. Wolford, I have a great Eſteem 

1 at my for you: I don't know another Man I would ſo willingly 

I haye chooſe for a Son-in-law—— But you know we don't live 

in a World now where ſingle Merit will recommend a 

I'll ask Man; and the hotteſt Love will not keep the Body from 
bing if being pinch'd, where there is nothing elſe to warm it. 

but a Mel. You are ſufficiently able to ſet us above Want or 

ſt Man, Contempt, Sir. | 

Sir Tho, True, I am ſo: And I further confeſs my ſelf 

er here to have a juſt Senſe of your Worth: — I believe your 

ng my Deſert is truly great. But I cannot ſee that it ſo much 


over-weighs my Daughter's, as to oblige me to throw 
my Eſtate into her Scale, to make the Balance, 
Mel. Furies, Sir! Am I your Mirth? 

Sir Tho, Be temperate, Have you any ProfpeRt of retrie- 
ving your [nhericance? | would do you Juſtice— 
Get your Eſtate; and then 

Wel. Time, and the Equity of Law, will do me Right, 

Sir Tho, And that is all your Hopes? 

Mel. My ill Fortune affords me no better at preſent, 

Sir Tho, Come, I' give you good Advice: You, are 
©en too young for a Wife: — Study the Law; it may 
help you to regain that you ſeek for I would have 
counſelled you to the Sword; but the War is at an End, 
and the other will be a better Traie— People will quar- 
rel enough in the moſt peaceable Times, for an induſtrious 
young Fellow to get a Livelihood, | 

Wet. Confuſion! Droll'd upon? My Misfortunes made 


inwel- 


is Sceptick? Where's this great Unbe- 
A 
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never? Here's a ſovereign Cure for a ſcrupulous Ufurtss 
1555 Welford] How's this? W hat brings you here, Sirrah! 
Ho dare you ſhew your hated Face in my Preſence? 
Tel. Have my Wrongs transform'd me into a Monſter 
you are afraid to look on? Or does your own Guilt make 
you tremble to behold the Man you have injur'd? 

Sir Tris. Get you gone, you ſhameleſs Upbraider : Father; 
call the Footmea to turn this Fellow out of Doors, 
Fel. You are under Protetion-now: But avoid me for 
the future. You have taught me, by your own Example 
to put off all the Ties of Blood. [Exit Welf. 

Sir Dit. The vile Reprobate, how he threatens! But 
to the Buſineſs. Here, you jealous Infidel, here is an Eye- 
witneſs of my Brother's Loſs, + 

Sir Tho, Were you returning homeward-bound with 
Mr. Welford, Friend ? J 

Mend. I was. 

Sir Tho, What became of, him? | 

Mend. Are you Father to the young Gentlewoman that 
is Maſter's Mate here? W284 abt 

Sir Tho. I am. What of that? 2 
© Aend, Have they grappled together 

Sir Tho, What's that? > 

| Mend. Has he clapt her under Hatches? Have they ſwung 
in a Hamock together ? 

Sir Tho. What is that to you, Sirrah? 

Mend. I am 2 Tar, blunt and honeſt by my Calling: If 
you won't anſwer my Queſtion, I won't anſwer yours, 

Sir Triſt. Ha, ha, he; a pleaſant Fellow: You want to 
know if this Knight's Daughter and I are married, humph? 

Mend. I do. | 

Sir Triſt. We are, Man — Satisfy him, Dad— we are 
Mend. How long fir cc? 
Sir Triſt. O, a great while; two Hours ago, very near. 
* Mend, How ſay you, Sir; is it true? 

Sir Tho; Tis very true. Now ſay what you know of 
old Welfora's Dearh. | 
' Mend. Death? I'm ſure he's drown'd. 

Sir Tho. How do you know that? > 
Mend. I faw the Lſt of bim. I got off upon a lucky 
Piank, and was taken up by a Cruizer,—— Poor Mr. 
ind, juſt as we ſplit, gave me a Paper here to deliver 

; ; 4 2 to 


— 
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us Ufartss js Mr. Gettall; ſays he, Mendwell, you ſwim like à Her- 


e, Sirrah 3 ring: If you get off, deliver this to him. He was the 
ſence? goodlieſt Maſter alive. 


| Monſter Sir Triſt. Let me ſee it. [ Takes the Paper.. 

uilt make Sir Tho, Report ſays, None were ſaved. | 
Mend, None but my ſelf. | 

: Father} Sir Triſt. Look, here's Evidence An Actount of the Ef- 


fects of, and Debrs due to Anthony Welford, Merchant —» 
Honeſt Tar, thou art the honeſteſt Fellow of thy Element. 
Mend, I mean to go aboard again as ſoon as | light on 
any outward-bound Veſſel. In the mean time, Maſter, a 
little ſomething to buy Pork and Bisket, and toſs off 2 
Cann to your Health, | 
Sir Triſt. My Houſe is yours whilſt you ſtay: Go, and 
inquire for Nehemiah, and tell him my Order is he ſhould 
take care of you, 
Mend. Bleſs you, noble Maſter. [ Exif. 
Sir Triſt. And now, Sir Cautious, what have you to ſay? No 
Wedding to-night? Aurelia muſt not be married to- night, 
muſt ſhe? I have a good mind to leave you in the Lurch now. 
Sir Tho. Your Pardon: Pm convincd: We'll diſpach as 
ſoon as you ' pleaſe. 5 | 
day 3 let it be, Supper will wait elſe. I 
; am rt Work: A quick Wedding, a thrifty Supper, 
wung a ſhort Chat, and to Bed and Pi bik fair to — thee 
a Grandfather before Morning. 


g: If Sir Tho, *Tis well if your Mettle hold *cill then, II call 
__ the Bride. . Exeunt ambo: 
nt to b Enter Aurelia and Buiſy. = 
nph? Buify. Your Ladyfhip looks ſad, Madam. | 
Ar. How can l look otherwiſe, Girl, when I think that (| 
re all my future Happineſs depends upon this Night's Succeſs? 
: . Buiſy, 1 vow, Madam, were Tin your Place, it would give 
TX, an additional Reliſh to my Joys, to have them contrived by 
ſuch pleaſant Means: Your Plot will prove a moſt divert 
7 of wg Maſque and Entertainment at your own Wedding. 
n | . I wiſh it don't end im a Tragedy at laſt. 
Sir Tho, ¶ within.] Aurelia ! Where are you, Child? 
* Bui. Your Father's coming: For Heav'ns ſake wear 
cky A more chearful Look; he'll ſuſpect ſomething elſe. 
Mr, Au. And too gay a one Will be over-afting my Part; 
d © ludden a Change will give greater grounds of Suſpicion, 


to D. 3 Enger 
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N Enter Sir Thomas. | 
* Sir Tho, Come, Child, are you ready? The Bridegrodm 
grows impatient, | ; 

Aur. Methinks, Sir, with Submiſſion, you too much 
haſten the Ceremony. You will not allow- my Heart 
time to charge in Favour of your Choice. 

Sir Tho, Not; a Farthing Matter for your Heart, I want 
nothing but your Tongue and your Hand, 
Aur. If I cannot marry the Man 1 love, I would learn 
tolcve the Man 1 marry. \ 
Sir Tho, Pho! Love? That's a Story indeed: Tis quite 
out of Faſhion. Come, no Flaws, no Excuſes: If Periua- | 
fion won't do, Force ſhall. | | 
Aur. You ſhailneed none, Sir. Be your Commands ne- 
| ver ſo harſh, I was always taught Obedience. 
Sir Tho. My beſt Aurelia: this Goodneſs, wins: m 
Heart. VII co any thing for thee — any thing but break 
this Match, E 
Enter Sir Triſtram in a Rage. 
| Sir Triſt. A confounded deceitful Dog! Oh the abomi- 
© noble Falſroed of theſe Black-Coats: I never had any 
' thing to do with them before, and now I am cozen'd 
and cheated. 29 a 
Sir Tho. What's the matter, Son? | 
Sir Trift. I gave the Hypocrite two Guineas to wait 
but two Honrs, as a retaining Fee, and the holy Cor mo- 
rant thought much to fling in the other Quarter. : 
Aur. What is it diſorders you fo, Sir? : . 
Sir Triſt. Faireſt Miftreſs, my beloved Bride: The wick - 
ed Prieſt, who was to have join d our Hands, is run aways 
+becauſe'I only outſtaid the Appointment one Quarter of 
an Hour. f 
>. - Sir Tho, I will ſend for another inſtantly. YN 
| - Buiſy. Madam, if my Maſter and the ec e ee 
you need not loſe ſo much time as to hunt for one. You 
may borrow my old Lady Caupler's Chaplain: She keeps 
one always at Home on purpoſe for theſe Uſes, and finds 
him almoſt conſtant Employment by Matches of her own 


making. | 2 
Sir Tho, Well thought of, by Hymen ; ſend a Footman | 
For bim preſently. | [Exit Buiſy. 


$i rift, And now; deareſt Aurelia, can you love an old 


— — — — — 


Man? | Ars 


aſt 


Si Triſt. Kindly faid— IT am now a greater happier 
Man than 


* 
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Aur. Tis a little odd, Sir, you never ask d that Queſtion 


till the Minute I am going tos marry one. But I' do my 
Endeavour. 


lane was — Your Hand, ſweet Spouſe—— 
And, as oM of thoſe Heathen Rogues the Poets ſays, (h 
Raſcals have Wit ſometimes) 
Well Wed and we'll Bed; 
We'll to Church, and be ſped. 
And when all is done, there's no more to be ſaid. | 
Sir Tho, Aha! Brave Sir Triſtram Here's Mettle; 
Girl—— But have a care tho Sog, another of theſe raſ- 
cally Poets Wit don't hit your Caſe nearer: "Twas made 
upon an old Man's Marriage, 
He Med and he Bed: 
He Laught and lay down ; 
He Slept while ſhe Wept , 
But no more cou d be done, LZxeunt- 


— — — 


Aer v. 8 


S C EN E Clarinda's Apartment. 


Euter Friendly, Clarinda, and Welſord. 
A N D fo between the two old Knights thou haſt 

been finely worry'd, Ned? 

Well. To have been made the Scorn of Porters, and Jeſt 

of the Mob, had been a Pleaſure to the Inſults I endur'd' 
from them, 
Clar. When old Men think they have out-witted young 
ones, we muſt allow them to triumph a little: Tis the 
greateſt Pleaſure they are capable of: The next Turn is 
yours, Brother, 

Wel. My cooler Reflexion recalls an Obſervation whicly 
my Paſſion had forgot: Sir Thomas inquir'd, with ſome 
Concern, of the Truth of a Report he had heard of my: 
Father's being living; and, *cill 1 atfirm'd the contrary;- 
was ſoft and kind as yielding Virgins. 

Friend. That Report is none of his raiſing, I can aſſure 
you: Tis in many Mens Mouths, That be, or his Like-- } 
nels, has been ſeen ſey r 

2 8 * 


Friend. 


2 


* 
1 4 


| 
| 
| 


to recall his Life: But to 


1 4 3 


e ee e I. 
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Wel. Avert it Heav'n, that his venerable Shade ſhould 
be diſturbed, Nw . BOEs 
Frierd. | have no Faith in Shades, and leſs in his being 
alive — But it wou'd forward, to the Purpoſe, our Defign 
upon Sir Triſtram, cou'd he be brought to believe it 
Clary, You call my Shame before me, Mr. Friendly; the 
World muſt accuſe me of Levity, if not piety, to light 
my Marriage Torch at my Father's Funeral Pile. | 
Friend. Not at all, Clarinda: The only way todo Juſtice 


i; Your Brother and your ſelf. 


Hel, Heav'n knows, had I the World, I wou'd give it 
ourn in defenceleſs Grief, when 
impending Ruin calls for Vigour and Activity, is not Pi- 
ety to the Dead, but Coop to the Living. 2 
Friend. Right. To bewail another, fo as to neglect our 
ſelves, is either a Slavery to Cuſtom, or a Weakneſs of 
Nature, or an Hypocriſy fit only for buxom young Wi- 
dows, whoſe Tears over their Dead Husbands Graves are 
dropt for Baits to catch living ones. 


Clar. 1 find you have a good Opinion of our Sex's Sin- | 


cerity. 
Friend. As good as you can have of the braveſt and wor. 
thieſt of ours. I believe many of you to be conſtant, 


generous, difintereſted, when ſingle; faithſul, tender, and 


obliging when married; but when Widows, another Spi- 


rit enters into you. 
. Clar. What Spirit? in the name of Scandal. 
Friend. The Spirit of Cunning, Deceit, and Intereſt; of 
Intrigue, Artifice, and Policy: All Deſire, and no Love. 
Clar. The Widows are oblig'd to you for their Cha- 
racter. But do you think a Lady Relict cannot love? 


Friend. No: Love is a teeming Deſire of ſomething we 
have not; and that once ſatisfy'd, we may hunger again, 


but not long. 7 
__ Wel. Ves; if we are again in a longing Condition. 


Friend. But Love is an only Child: We can conceive; 


and bring it forth but once, There may be After-Qualms 
of Luft, but they always prove abortive, and never can 
ripen into noble Purpoſes, or be made to produce real 


Happineſs. |; 
Miel. Few of the Galants will ſubſcribe to your Creed. 


Friend, 


LU 


oo 
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Friend. No matter: I affirm it, againſt receiv'd Opinion: 
8 That virtuous Love is a Flower novuriſh'd from its own 
kindly Root, and muſt flouriſh, tho“ Time ſhou'd fade the 


n | : 
| Beauty, *cill Death crops the Stalk: Whilſt the other, like 
e an artificial one, may retain the Colour: and deccive the: 
it Sight, but muſt always want the Swectneſs. 

: Enter Plotwell.. 

e Clar. Ceafe the Argument, our grand Engineer is come. 
, Friend. All is ſecure, I hope. 


Plor. All; you muſt haſten, the old Fellow will bed her 
1 in good Earneſt elſe, I have laid a Train to get Dawbwell- 
L out of the Way too. Well, Lm perſuaded that will be ann 
. happy Coupte. 
2 Friend. mY ſo * 1 


p 1 Becauſe neither of them love any thing but thera-- 0 
ves. g | | . 
a Clar. Will that make them happy? a 
| Plot. O yes; when they are one, that Love muſt of | 
| courſe be double, 
Clar. A pleaſant Fellow. Come, Mr. Friendly, we are 
too tedious, 


Plot. In, in, and dreſs; tis time we had begun, you let 

the Knight be eaſy too long he won't be divorced at this 

rate. Tis Pity he has not a Bride that wou'd fork him in 

. Pood Earneſt But a Cuckold in Jeſt. will do our. Bu- 

ſineſs as well. ' ; 
For he no greater Plague does undergo; 

Who really is, than he who thinks he's ſo. [Exeunt;- 
SCENE changes to Sir Triſtram's Hoſe. 
Enter Sir Friſtram, Aurelia, and Sir Thomas, as from Supper* 
Sir Triſt. A ſhort and wholſom Repaſt, that will 
firengthen Nature and not overcharge her, is my way of: 

living, Father; | | | = 
' Srr Thy, Tis beſt: Health and Frugality are Friends. 
Sir Trift, Luxury enervates. What makes half the 
<> 7 — young Fellows of the Town ſeeble and 
impotent before the Age of Manhood, but Intemperance 
and Exceſs ? What ſays my deareſt Aurelia? Does ſhe like 
my Manner of Life? FOXY 
- Aur. I muſt always like whiat you do; Sir. 
Sin Triſt. Excellent Creature! Were all young Women 
D 5; =. 


like you; ſound Wiſdom and Experience wou'd be walu'# 
by your Sex, and Vanity and Foppery fall under the Con- 
tempt it deſerves. 
Sir Tho, Amongſt the reſt of your good Hu „Son, 
I ſuppoſe early Hours at Bed-time are not forgot; I don't 


love to break good Cuſtoms; and ſhall now take my Leave. 


Sir Tijt. IJ ever uſed Night and Day as they were meant 
to be uſed; but never bad; before, ſo-inviting a. Cauſe to 
retire as this happy Night affords me. 

Sir Thos. & good Repoſe to the Bridegroom and the 


Bride; my Bleffing attend you both. [Exit Sir Tho. 


Sir Thiſt... Your Servant — and now my charming Wife, 


welcome to my Arms. [Offers to embrace her. 


"Aur. Stand off, Sir, and know your diſtance: Do you. 


think 1. was made to be ruffled like a. Farmer's Daughter 


on an Holiday? 

Sir Triſt. How - O *tis her Modeſty! Come, Faireſt;. 
to Bed, my Maid waits to undreſs you, the leſs Ceremony 
the more Love you know. | 

Aur. You may be gone as ſoon as you will, tis no: my 


Hour yet; I intend to be merry on my Wedding- Night. | 
You may-ſhut your Door and. to ſleep, I ſhan't diſturb 


an” Trift, What not fie with me? 

Hur. Lie with you? What to do? To reach your Uris- 
nal, and ſtroke up your wither'd Ears under your Flan- 
nel Night-Cap ? Or perhaps at every Return of your Cough, . 
whichTomes as duly as the Bell-man, rear up your help- 
leſs Trunk, and prop your Shoulders with Pillows, to pre- 
vent your being ſuffocated. | 

Sir Diſt. Bleis us, I had like to have ſworn: What do- 
you mean, Aurelia? Prithee leave fooling, Sweet; theſe 
Jeſts are uneaſy to me. 2244S 
Aur. Do you think me to be in Jeſt, Dotard? Then 
to have your balf-animated Clay lie cold by my Side, 
gaſping and groning, thro' Phthiſick. and Pain, the Fruits 
of old Aches and young Iniquitys, always dying, and yet 
no Hope of burying you. Do you think my. Youth and; 
Beauty fit for ſuch an Hoſpital? 

Sir T. Lightning and Thunder! What can be the end: 
of this ? 1 ſay; fince my Love is deſpis d, henceſor ward 
know me tor your Lord, 2 


7 ( 
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Ar. I do: That's an old Fellow with a Title, fit only 
to make me a Lady. I am amazed at your unparallel'd Im- 
udence, to ask me for a Bed - fellow. What! To ſee you 
alf diſſolod in Rheum by the Morning; my Bed ready to 
float in your diſgorged Intrails, and my Floor ſtain'd with" 
noiſom Drivel, worſe than a Country Squire's Smoaking” 
Room, or a Porter's Alec-houſe.--- Fogh— LSpits. 
Sir Trift. Very fine But hark ye — Vou Mrs. —Lady- 
Devil Did not you marry me? Anſwer me that. 
Aur. I did: what then? 3 
Sir Trif. And are not you bound to partake with me 
Bed and Board, and every thing elſe? | 
Aur: No, I never promis'd any ſuch thing Bound? 
Quotha? The old Fool thinks a Woman; that's married; 
to be no other than an Apprentice. 
Sir Triſt. Conſummate Impudence! Pray now you are 


ſty. married, as you ſay, how do you defign-to diſpoſe of your: 
bY: ſelf? Humph: Come, ſpeak Truth; you don't ſeem in- 
clin'd to flatter me at all. KEE tes | 
= Aur. As a young Lady, that is wed'to an old Husband,- 
13 ought to do: I'll have my Coaches, Liveries; fine Clothes, 
rb — Equipage, rich Furniture, Viſitants of both Sexes, 
parate Bed, Table, and Servants; and a warm Galant or 
. two to ſupply your cold Defects into the Bargain: And all: 
* this your Wealth ſhall ſupply, Sir. 
* Sir Trift, Oons! Bleſs me. Patience! Popery! Perſecu- 
Is. tion! And the Whore of Babylon! What a Bill of Fare is here? 
a . Plague of her long Wind. Coaches; Jewels;Clothes, Furni- 
7 ture, Equipage, Whore- Maſters, and the Devil into the Bar -- 
A gain, Ob, my Sins, my Sins! What did I'marry for? 
* Aur. To maintain a fine young Wife for other Men, 
| and ſpend an Eſtate you can never get an Heir to, I'. 
1. ſend for an Uphslſterer preſently, Some one [Goes to 
. ile Door,] call Mr. Furniſh hitbher immediately: 11 beat 
4 down your old-faſhion'd Camblet Beds, and your painted“ 
4 Leather, and Kederminfler Hangings; they ftink- of Anti- 
Ds quity; and were out of faſhion when you were chriſtned. 
; Sir Triſt. Whew! ' What a Fiend Incarnate have I potten?® 
? Oh, my Mony, my Head, my Head, my Mony! { 


Aur. Let Mr. Brocadeand Mr. Hhalebone'be ſent for, for- 
Gowns ard Stays ; and Mrs. Spider, Mrs, Lappet, and Mrs. Tye 
well, lor Lace, Knots, and fine Linen, I muſt be fige, | 


2 
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lants will think I am match'd to a broken Tradeſmam elſe! 
Sir Trift, Strumpet! profuſe, vile, audacious Strumpet+ 
©h, I'm in a Flame, 

Aur, You may: walk here, and in the next Room, and 
cool your ſelf: Or to Bed, and dream of a Bride to nurſe 
you; you have no other Occafion tor one, Know theſe 

tor your Bounds; if you ftir beyond them, I have Friends 
within Call to chaſtiſe your Preſumption. l' to your 
Counting-Houſe, and fee what there is to ſupport my 


1 Pleaſures. [Exit, 


| 


| and Truth comes to light at laſt. He, he. 


Sir Triſt. Soh! I: am married with a Witnef:: Luſt, 
Prodiꝑality, Pride, and eternal Talkativeneſs put together; 
make 4 Spe Ingredients of which my Bride is compoſed. 
But I'll be rid ot her I. have not conſummated yet 
Here, who waits 


Enter Servant. 


Run to Sir Thomas Eitherſ:de, and deſire him to return hi- 


ther immediately. [Exit Servant.] This Night which be- 


n my projected Happineſs and real Piague, ſhiall put am 
d to hoch. | 


Hal. Who are you? 


* 


Plot. A poor old Nurſe, Sir. ls this the Houſe where 
Mrs. Aurelia Eitherſide is married to a rich old Merchant? 
Sir Trift, What have you to ſay to her, Bel dam: 
Plot. | would fpeak with my Miſtreſs, an't pleaſe you. 
Sir Triſt. Miſtreſs? How long bas my Wife—Fury——- 
been yc ur Miſtreſs, Hag? | 
„ Ilot. Ever ſince this poor Babe was firſt wrapt in Swad-+ 
ling Clouts: Ee. tis a precious Baby; Aba! Then you, 
are M. ſtreſss Husband belike, Sir ?- 2 


Sir Triſt. Would the great Turk had her, ſo l had not. 
Plot. Well, fince it muſt out, better at firſt, whilſt: 
E Love's. warm, as: they ſay, than afterwards to make a 


Boiling, as they ſay. 
Sir Tri, Out? what muſt out? | 
Plot. Indeed I ſwadled it, and nurſed- it: I am fare I: 
wrept it bard. in my. Apron, till the * lofant was 
near ee ſmether d, to keep it from tcling Tales; and ſee- 
bow Fertune orders it, Miſtreſs has got a rich Husband, 


. Hell! 18 that Brat the Product of my Wife's. 
ak? Devil! ha! | : 


Plot: 


Enter Plotwe'l in Woman's Clothes, with a Child in his Arms; 
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Plot. Pray your Worſhip, don't let your Wor ſhip be ans 
gry; I am ſure I took an honeſt: Care of it. It ſhould ne- 
yer have troubled your Worſhip, but Beau Pint ſwears hel! 
have no more to do with it now ſhe's ſped; and a poor 
honeſt Woman, that lives by her Induſtry, in a-fair Way, 
muſt not loſe her Wages, you know. 

. Sir Triſt.- Pink! The infamous Strumpet ! deſcend to that 
batter'd Lewdneſs! The Summer Pear, with a fair Rind 
and Rotten Core, is ſound to him. 


Plot. Pray your Honour help me to the Speech of yourk.. 
good Lady: If I ſhall be paid, IH nouriſh it Rill;. if not 


muſt leave it with her to take care of. | 

Sir Iriſt. Hag! infernal Hag! thou Bawd to Luft; and 
curſed Inſtrument of Fornication ; begone with that Fruit 
of Pox and Letchery, Out of my Doors, Huſly. [Kicks her; 
Plot. Murder! belp! Oh my Hips! Oh my Dilling! 
Have you no Bowels? Deſtroy an harmleſs old Woman 
and an innocent Lamb here ?- 

Enter- Aurelia, 

Aur, What means this Uproar ? 

Sir Trift. O, are you come, you Whore of Babylon? 
Here is one of your Bantlings come home to you, f 

Aur. Peace, Brute, and know your Duty. What's the 
Matter, Woman? 

Plot. 1 have brought little Maſter home to your good: 
Lady hip: The Father has diſcharged me: I hope your 
— Ladyfhip will conſider my Caſe, and pretty Dove s. 

e, and not let us ſtarve. 8 N. 

Aur Vil provide for both. Go in, Nurſe, III. have a 
Nurſery fitted up to-morrow. 4 

- Sir Trifs, Devil Incarnate! All the Whores of thy Sex 
are doubled in thee. 8 . 

Aur, You ſee I can have Children; do you take care to 
provide them Portions; I expect it, *tis all you can do. 

Enter Servant. | 


Ser. Sir Thomas is gone to Reſt, Sir, and has order d 


none ſhall diſturb him. 

Aur. What ſend to my Father too? Diſturb his Age with- 
your untimely Follies? —And do you hear Sirrah, hence» 
forth go on no Errands but ſuch as | am firſt made acquaiB» 
ted with, as you value your Livery-and your Limbs, [Ex.Sers 


Lr Di. Very, pretty, truly. An Hour ago this was my, 
„ oh. 


- coy 
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Houſe, and theſe my Servants; and now we muſt all be 
commanded by one proud imperious Strumpet.— But 1 il. 
try if I cannot awake your Father, and bring him hither, 
Aur. Impudence! hear me, thou Thing the Doors are 
barr*d, and kept by my Creatures, and none ſhall ſtir in 
or out but with my Leave So know your Bounds,. 
and meditate upon what I have told you. Exit. 
Sir Trift. Meditate! yes, I have a lovely Theme for it— 
A fine Fezebel have got. Why am I tormented thus—] be- 
gin to teel what I never felt before, a Prick of Conſcience. — 
' bave cheated my Nephew, that's ſure.— But why ſhould I 
be the only Rogue that ſuffers? —T'i] never give way to 
theſe Qualms.—1 ſhall perſuade my ſelf to refund anon. 
J hope I ſhali never come to that Weakneſs, tho think 
nothing but my. Brother's returning to Life cou'd bring me 
to that. [Old Welford's Ghoſt walks Turely overthe-Stage.]— 
Bleſs me! what is that? -— His Spirit to be ſure come to 
torment me, —Pll go hide my ſelf till Day- light; and 
then If 1 can get rid of my Meſſalma——'Tis well 
If not, I fairly run away, I'il break——<tho'T get 
no more by it than ſaving my ſelf. Going, Ghoſt meets him] 
Ohl! Oh! Oh! here again! avaunt Satan, I defy thee—l 
am righteous; I never cheated any. of our own Party: 
Why doſt trouble me? | 
Ghoſt, Doſt know me? 
Sir Triſt. Know thee!* ay, no, what art thou? oh ! ob! 
_ - Ghoſt, | am the Ghoſt of thy departed Brother, diſturbd 
from Reſt by thy outragious Villanies, . g 
Sir Tri. Omy Wiekedneſs! my Sins! what muſt I do? 
Ghoſt, Repent, and do Juſtice to the Living, and you will 
quiet the Dead; elſe this wand ing Shade ſhall night'y pure 
fe thee thus. [Bruſhes by him and Exit. Sir Triſtram fails; 
Siu Triſt. Murder! Diſtraction! Fire and Brimſtore! 
Help! [Roars.] Looſe thy infernal Claws, and Iron Tecth;; 
and let me riſe, and I will repent. 
Enter Servants; 
1 Ser; What's the Matter, Sir? 1 
Sir Triſt. Now he chatters; now he gripes me; ha! more 
Piends (till? let me go, I charge you; I bavealong Myſtery? ' 
of Iniquity to diſcover; I cannot be carried away yet, 
2 Ser, Sadneſs, how he raves! he is mad to be ſure. 
3 Ser. I thought he. was no. better when I heerd this 
Wedding! was a foot. ; SirvIriſt, 
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Sir Triſt. Where am 1? in Hell? PIl pray my ſelf out 
again I can't pray neither. What „r 
theſe? Who are you? What Office do you in theſe 
Dominions of Darkneſs? 

1 Ser. I am your hired. Servant Salathiel, and he there 
is Zachary; theſe are no Dominions of Darkneſs, but your 
own proper Houſe, Sir, & ; 

Sir Triſl. [Looking up.]. How! humph! and where's the 
Ghoſt?- Are you ſure he's gone? 

2 Ser: Here's no Ghoſt; we are all your faithful Seryants;- 


Sir; we heard you cry out, and came to your Aſſiſtanee. 


r' Ser,, We found you in a ſtrange Fit; Goodneſs defend 
you from the like again: But nothing was near you. 

Sir Triſt. Hum! no Ghoſt? it may be ſo;. Fancy is very 
ſtrong they ſay, and my Head has been ia a great Diſorder 
to Night. But are you ſure here has been no Ghoſt ? 

| They help. him ufs 

2 Ser. Sure, Sir? yes. What ſhould a Ghoſt do here? 
ſo long before Midnight too? 

Sir Triſh, L thought I had beard News from Hell; Do 
Juſtice to the Living. And ſo I. will.— If you are ſure- 
there was no real Ghoſt, Ill ſoon be rid of the Devil that 
haunts me in the Shape of a-Wife. — Thank Fate, I. am 
recoverd again, — Had my Nephew come in this Frighe,. - 
L had done Juſtice with a Vengeance to my ſelf; but 
now: — No more Ghoſts, and Ibelieve 1 ſhall hold out,. 
to keep what I. have got. [They lead him off. 

SCENE the Street. 
Enter Plotwell in his own Habit, meeting Dawbwell,, 

Dawö. Signior- Plotwell, moſt luckily met; I. have been 

ying about for Intelligence; well, how go Affairs in the- 

and of Love and Iatereſt? ; 

Plot. To your wiſh, Sir, you are Fortune's Darling; Sir 
Triframis beartily tired of his Wedlock, and ready to make 
a ſwinging Compoſition, to be freed from it. 

Dawö. What hinders then, but that I now drive the Bar- 
gain whilſt he is warm? >, 

Plat. Several Things; he may ſuſſ 


SEP 
pect any ſudden Motion» 
on your Part. He muſt be heated thoroughly; deſpair of az 
Remedy, and then it muſt not meet him, but find him, as- 
it were by Chance; beſides, he. is gone to his Chamber 
and will not appear to-night. p Dawby 


/ 
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Dab. And where's Aurelia? 3 
Plot. Watching for freſh Matter to torment him with! 
His Reft is like to prove very ſhort; To-morrow will be 
your time to appear, II give you Inſtructions time enough, 
"  Dawb. But Welford, 1 fear, will be beforehand with us. 
Plot. How can that be? Aurelia is yours ſecure: And I 
know Sir Triſtram hates his Nephew to that Degree, for 
fome Words at their laſt Interviev, that he will ſcarce accept 
of Deliverance from him.—One thing I muſt adviſe youto; 
haſten home immediately, and be ſure watch carefully that 
no Meſſage be deliver'd to Sir Thomas To- night: The old 
Knights muſt not ſee one another till we have done. 
Dab. You ſnall rule me in every thing. Exit. 
Plot. I have ſhaken him off at laſt: We muſt make haſte, 
we have but this Night for it; another Morning brings 
him back, and daſhes all in Pieces. [Exit Plot well 
SCENE. Sir Triſtram's Houſe. | 
Enter Sir Triſtram, à Servant waiting, 
Sir Pi. No Reſt, no Repoſe can I. get, to caſe my la- 
bouring Heart, Juſt now, as I lay down to try to ſleep, 
Methought two ugly. Fiends, with ſawcer Eyes and fiery 
Breath, gazed ſternly at me, and through their horrid 
Mouths yell'd out in deviliſn Conſort, Then the Ghoſt 
again, with a frightful-bollow Murmur, groan'd out theſe 
Words, Right your injur i Nephew— I cannot live-thus, 1 Bu 
muſt come to Terms with him, I find. 1 little thought l 


twyas in the Devil's Power to make Men do good Try | . 

if you can lip by my hopeful Wite's Guard, and run to voi 

- my Kinſman #elford} and intreat bis Preſence here inſtant- ie 

y; and the ſame, as you return, of Sir Thomas Either ſi de- J 8 

Could Welford* help me to ſhake off my eurſed Wite too, "ho 

I could give him all his own with Pleaſure, r 

. | Enter Friendly foppiſhly dreſi d. this 

S - Friend, Lou, old Gentleman Uſher, is your Lady at home? the 

| Sir Triſt. What in the Name of Vanity and Lewdneſs, ny 
dase we got here? DS 7 


| | Friend. Are you deaf? I want to ſpeak with the Lady: on 

q of the Houſe; muſt Gentlemen wait, becauſe ſuch Do- 

| | tards as you have leſt their Ears? ; 
Sir Thrift, A Whore-maſter and & Beau, you may ſte by 

die Impudence: Here: is no- Lady in this Houſe has any 

ane with fuch ops %% F 


— 


* Friend, Unmannerly Raſcal! L'l let your Lady know 
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what Servants ſhe keeps. Do you hear? tell her, this Mo- 
ment, I ami here, or VIl crop your Ears. | | 
Sir Triſt. A very civil Demand truly. To what am'I 
fallen? made a Bawd to my Wife's Luſt? —— Sir, know 
me for the Lord of this Manſion; and retreat out of m 
Doors, before worſe Uſage compel you to it. : 


Friend. O, you are the Cuckold then; cry your Merey; 


| You may ſerve to keep the Door here: Þll try if I can 


find my Way to her Chamber without you. 
; Exit as into the Houſe. . 
Sir Triſt. Helliſh Proſtitute! I am yoak'd to a ſhameleſs, 
ter magant, domineering Whore; that inſults my Vears, 
pollutes my. Bed and laviſhes my Eſtate. Would I had 
Courage, I'd never. endure this. 
Enter Clarinda in Mens Clothes; 
Clary. Hey! where are all the Servants here? You, old 
Fellow, do you belong to this Houſe? | 


Sir Triſt. Another? At this rate my Houſe will be a 
yery Stews. . 


Clar. Are you dumb? where is the Lady Gettall? let 
her know l wait to kiſs her Hands. 


Sir Triſt. What a ſqueaking Coxcomb' tis! By his treble 
Voice he ſhould be an Eunuch; but that my Wife neyer 
deals with ſuch. | 

Clar. D'you hear, Fribble; why don't you ſtir * my 
Buſineſs is in haſte, 

Sir Triſt. See the untimely Wickedneſs of this Age: 


' that Boys ſhould fet up for Whore-maſters, before their 


Voice is broken, [To her.] | You may go and follow 
your Buſineſs in another Place, you have none here. 

Glar, Saucy Scoundrel! is this your Manners to a Gen- 
tleman ? «  TkKicks him. 

Sir Triſt. Patience! Can I ſuffer this? Sure I may correct 
this little Villain, Out of my Doors, thou young Sinner, 
thou beardleſs Iniquity, [ Beats ber. 
„Chr. Demme! what do you mean? you rude Fellow; 
IU pink your Soul, you Dotard.— ( 4ſide) He has no 
Sword, I ſce—. [ Draws, and he ſteps back: 
Sir Trife, Very fine, I muſt either tamely be made 2 
Cuckold, or have my Throat cut. Oh Matrimony ! Ma-: 
Wmony! | Stamps.) Enter Aurelia. 


* * 
* 
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Ar. What means this unruly Noiſe? You know 1 
won't be diſturb d. I can't find what Buſineſs your Age 
has out of Bed at theſe Hours. 

Clar. Aurelia, Soul of my Soul, I fly to thy Embraces, 
Ar. Dear Creature, he has not hurt thee, I hope. 
'Clar. Not much. His untam'd Ruſticity bas bruis's 

me a little. 
Aur. Brute! muſt my Friends be affronted by your ill 
manner d Paſſion? 

Sir Triſt. Superlative Impudence! What, careſs your 

lewd Minion before my Face? | 
Aur. Yes, to chooſe, I know ſo much of a Wife's Duty, 
as to keep nothing ſecret from my Husband. 

Sir Triſt. Abandon'd Proftitute? The ſhameleſs Procureſs 
that lives by Adultery and Fornication is a Saint to thee, 

Aur. Come, my Dear, let us retire; and leave the Beaſt 
in the Toils to chafe by himſelf. [Leads her out. 

Enter Plotwell in a Livery. 

Plot. I have a Letter for the Lady Gettall. Can you 
help me to deliver it, Friend? A 

Sir Triſt. Yes. Let me ſee it. [Plotwell give: it him and Exit. 

Brighteſt Creature, [Opens it and reads. 
That you are marry'd to the rich old Merchant, is the joy- 
fulleſt News to me upon Earth: It dowbles at once Plea- 
ſure and Security. I long to renew our Foys; therefore 
fix the Time to recal the Happineſs of 
Tour expecting Lovemore. 
That Fool too? She has been blown upon by all the Fleſh- 
Flies in Town, I ſee; Her Father muſt know this. A 
Villain to abuſe his Friend! O I am in a Flame. 
[Walks in 4 Fret.] Enter Welford. 

Wel. Have you any thing to ſay to me, Sir Triſtram 
Sir Trift. Ah, Nepbew, welcome. I have been unnatu- 
ral to you, I confeſs. I turned you off helpleſs and friend- 
leſs; and ſee how Heaven afflicts me for it. The Plagues 
that Heathen Poets feign in their fabulous Hell, are all 

really doubled upon me. | 

Hel. Your own Conſcience will-beſt inform you how 

you have wrong d me. 5 
_ - Sir D. wrong d you? No, that is not the Caſe nei- 
ther; but I have cruel to you, Nephew, and now 


would make you ſome Amends before 1 die, Can ri 


me? 


— —— 
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el, Heaven forgive you: I with you no Evil. I have 
borne your ill Uſage without ſeeking Revenge. | 

Sir Triſt. Ah! thou art good; I did not know thy Worth: 
But, ſay, what ſhail I give to purchaſe thy Pardon? 

Wel. | Aſide.} What can this mean? ¶ To him.] Sir: 
Reſtitution is requir'd as previous to Forgiveneſs; reſtore 
my Right, and you will be at peace. | 
Sir Trift, Say I ſhould, will that free me from the Fury 
of a Wife lam now tormented with? | 

Hel. Poor Man! in truth I pity you: I know your 
Affliction. Now, could I releaſe you from her, what 
mould be my Reward? 

Sir Piß. Half my Eſtate from this Moment, and the 
reſt at my Deceaſe. | 

il. Itake you at your Word. Let ſome one call Friendly 

hither. Enter Aurelia and Buiſy. 1 
Sir Triſt. Here comes my Plague. You flatter me; you 
cannot do it. 
mel. On me light that Plague, if 1 do not, Here he 
comes opportunely. Euter Friendly in his own Habit. 

Aur. What is all this? What does this Crew do here? 


Sir Triſt. Peace, Minx, peace; thy Reign is at an Eads. 
Here is the wonderful Difinchanter that ſhall undo the 


mighty Charm, and divorce-me from my Pain for ever. 


Aur. He divorce us? Poor abject Wretch; I ſcorn him 


and thee alike. 


el. Her ill Conduct to you, Sir, to call-it no worſe; - 


makes me regardleſs of her: I came prepared to relieve: 
you, and have a blank Condition in my Pocket, which 
we will fill up inſtantly; and then Vil perform my Pro- 
miſe, Frank, do the Office of a Lawyer for once: Lou 
ſee the Blanks; Half the. Eſtate at preſent, and the Re- 


mainder at his Death, Friendly writes. 
Sir Trift. V1] ſign it freely. 
Aur, I care not; the ſooner the better. [She walks apart. 
Entey Sir Thomas. 


Sir Tho, What's the Matter, Son? Why am I calld up 
at this unſeaſonable Hour? 2 | 

Sir Trift, O my honeſt Father! you have help'd me to a 
choice Yoke-fellow: But I ſhall ſend your Baggage back 
＋ If ſhe has been plunder'd, *twas never by me 110 
Worn. C 


Sr 
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Sir Tho, You have ſome Meaning in this, I ſuppoſe; 

Sir Triſt. Yes, Meaning with a Vengeance. Your Daugh- 
ter is a Whore, Sir. 
Sir Tho, You lye, Sir. [ Draws. The Men imerpoſe. 
Friend. No Quarrelling here. The Fact is prov'd; and 
vou muſt ſtand to the judgment of the Court. Come, 
Sir, the Writing is done. 

Sir Triſt. Give it me— Let me ſee? bum, hum: The 
Condition of this Obligation; hum, hum. Give me the Pen. 

a Euter Dawbwell and Mrs. Abigail. 

Dab. Hold, Sir Triſtram, v bat are you going to do there? 

Sir Triſt. Nothing. 
done again for the Univerſe, 3 

Dank, You are abuſed, Iam confident, If it beto make 
void your Marriage, I'll do it for balf what he demands. 

Sir Triſt. What will you do it for? 

Dawb, For Five thouſand Pounds in ready Mony II 
diſannul it this Moment. 

Friend. Dog! Villain! Cut his Throat. [The Men all draw, 
Sir Trift. Some Help here. [Enter three Servants. 

Sir Tho, Hold, Gentlemen; we are three to One. Hear 


the Court, as you ſaid juſt nom, 


Wel, Vii die firſt. 

Dan. Come on then. _— Welford and Friendly 
are diſarmed.] Now, Sir, OY a Bond of the Sum I men- 

tion d, and I will caſe you immediately. 
Sir Trift. Give it me: II not loſe a Minute. 
Enter Plot well in his own Shape. 

| Dawb: It might be prudent to make you wait till L 
'Haye one ready: But promiſe before this Company, Twill 
take your Word. 10 Jolm en 
Sir ] promile to to Dawbwe ; 
full an of — . without Fraud, or further 1 
Condition that he cancels my Marriage with Mrs. Aure- 
tia Eitherſide. 
Dawb. Then, Sir, ſhe is my Wife. 
Sir Triſt. Sir Tho. How? 
Dawb. Lawfully marry'd an Hour before ſhe was in 
Jeſt to you: Your Nuptials were ſolemniz'd by Parſon 


* Plotwell there; and all this Night's Management was con- 


triv'd by him and me, to get you to releaſe her, 
Sir Triſe. And is ſhe not a Strumpet at laſt? - 


WS. 
2» # Dai, 


To undo vwhae 1 would not have 


lofing my Wife, an 
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 Dawb. As chaſte as a Veſtal. Come forward; Witneſ- 
ſes Plotwell and Mrs. Buify, and inform the Court, Did 
you not ſee me and Madam Aurelia marry*d to-night? 
Plot. Buiſy. Not guilty. 
Dawb, What's that? 
Plot. Come, Mr. Dawbwell, tis Time to diſabuſe you: 
Mrs. Abigail here is your real Bride. | 
Buiſy. I am Witneſs to it. ' 
Plot. What think you of bribing the Man agaiaſt the 
Maſter, Sir? | | 
Dawb. Damn'd Traitor! Villain | 4 
[ Draws, and runs at Plot. Sir Tho. and Sir Triſt. interpoſe} 
Sir Tho. Thy Miſchief has lighted on thy own Head: 
Seek to ſeduce my Daughter? ungrateful Monſter ! ; 
Dawb. Since I am catch'd, I am reſolved Welford ſhall 
have no Cauſe to triumph. I am ſure then, Sir Tiff, 
our Nephew has her. There was a double Wedding 
defign'd it well; but in the Dark miſs'd my intended 
Mate, and ſtumbled upon his, | 
Sir Iriſt. 1 ns you, Sir: I find I am in a fair Way of 
keeping my Eſtate. "EXD, | 
Friend. This wants Proof, and no one but Welford can 
releaſe you yet. | 
Dawb. Yes, the Parſon is Evidence enough for your 
Turn: PII ſend for him, 

Wed, No matter, I own Aurelia; and am happier in 
her alone, than he in all bis il gottea Wealth. | 
Aur, Aunt, I give you Joy. A 

44561. 1 am deceiv'd; but what Providence orders, I ſha 
with all Humility ſubmit to [ Aſide] I'm glad tis ſo well. 
Sir Tho, My plotting Brother-Kinſman, and my faint- 
like amorous Siſter, I defire you to remove from my 
Houſe: No Part of my Eſtate ſhall deſcend to Wit 
Begone; and when your Fortunes are ſpent, you may een 
live by Plotting together. 
Dawb. Curſed Fortune! Come, Spouſe, I ſhall makethee 
a confounded Husband: But tis ſome Pleaſure, in the midſt 
of my own Dilappointment, that my Rival gets nothing 
by bie Bargain, | [Exit with Mrs, Abigaildaggedly. 
K Triſt. And you, my kind Nephew, may ſheer off after 
8 ur Companion. 1 ſhall keep my Doors ſhut, for the 
"ure, againſt ſuch treacherons Friends, KY 
: ; | Friend, 
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Friend. You cannot be ſo ungrateful, to neglect yout 
Deliverer. You S»ght, in Honour and Conſcieace, to 
perform Articles with him. 

Sir Triſt. Look you, Sir; your Honour and Conſcience 
ſhall never give Rules to mine, I am plitred againſt, for- 
ſooth, tortur'd, and made a Sport and Game by you; and 
'T muſt reward you for it, muſt I? in | 

Sir Tho. And you, my obedient dutiful Davghter, may 
troop with your Bargain there. Heneeforth [ll follow 
Pleaſure; ſpend what I can whilſt I live, and when I die, 
grow charitable, and make the Pariſh my Heir. 

Sir Tit. Turn them our, and fling their Swords after 
them, My Niece has a Fortune; ſhe and her Galant may 
 gnaintain them all well enough. 

Friend, Well, inſulting Uncle: They ſhall never want 
the Means to prove a Thorn to you, and your Brother 
Muckworm there; and flouriſh in Proſperity, when the 
- Canker conſumes your extorted Subſtance. 

Hel. Come, my Aurelia: Poſſeſt of thee, I can want 
nothing. [Aur. weeps. 
Aux. Your Bleſſing, Sir, at parting. 

- Sir Tho. Take it: The Fruits of Diſobedienzebe thy 
ortion, 


Friend. Unnatural Brute, fhe'll live bleſs'd, when thou 


art curs'd of all Men, even thy ſelf, 

Sir Tho. Drive them out. 

As they are going; Enter Mend well and Clarinda ſeverally, 

Mend. 0 or — . Kory 

* T Diſcovers 6 l ou me, Sir To Sir Triſt. 
r Sir Triſt. — oe and return d? [In Diſordey, 
Mend. Yes, to thy Confuſion. I overheard all; but 
kept my ſelf in R „till ſome Occaſion, like this, 
Mould call me forth. 9 


url. Sen. Riſe all: my Children all, eternal Bleſſings 
wait you. | | | a 


* 
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Wel. Sen. 1 ſawy your Deſign, and approved it; but kept 
my ſelf concealed, to puniſh that Monſter of Hypocriſy 
and Impiety; and make my Diſcovery the more welcome 


to you, 


Clay, I have a thouſand Queſtions to ask; How did 


Wel. Sen, I never was in Danger. 


. you eſcape? And how long have you been return'd? 


The Ship I went 


out in, was wreckt in her Return, whilſt I was on Board 
another. That occaſioned the Miſtake of my Death 
I came to Town this Day, where I ſoon met with that 


Report, and another of the Diſorders of my Family. I 
- diſguiſed my ſelf to learn the true Particulars; and now 


am my ſelf again, to rejoice with you at all our Safeties. 
Mel. Fun. How have you hid your ſelf from all our 


Eyes, Sir? 


Mel. Sen, In various Shapes. I was the Sailor, who con- 
firm'd this Wretch in the Belief of my being drown'd: 
I ated my own Ghoſt to terrify him; and bad not kept 


you in Suſpenſe ſo long, but that both theſe aſſured me, 
Aurelia's Marriage was over; which, when I could not 


prevent, I reſolyed to make as uneaſy to him as poſſible. 
Sir Triſt. [ Recovering.) Very well, Sir; you are return'd, 

and I muſt quit, I ſuppoſe: But you are but Tenant for 

Life, I have it ſecure that I am your Heir. 


Miel. Sen. No, vile Forger; I have your Miniſter of Fraud 


in hold. L At the Door,] Bring 


in your Priſoner there. 


[Enter Bailiffs with Foiſt.] Say, thou Scandal of the Law, 
and Oyerturner of Juſtice, what induced thee to forge that 


wicked Deed? 


Foiſt. The Devil of Mony tempted me; and Sir Triſram 


\there was her Agent. 
el. Sen. Take him away. 


Pll make an Example of 


a Rogue, who turns the Subjects Defence, the Law, into 
their preateſt Grievance. [Tv Sir Triſt.] And thou, once 


my Brother, but now Stran 


93 2 o 


iel Sen. Sir Thomas, you have bad t 


in that wicked Mau's evil Peg 1 


ger to my Blood, fl 
my Sight; and learn, if thou canſt, to be honeſt. 


ſhalf not upbraid 


Wt. 


y far from 


/ I We Apparition, - . 
Von; but only put you in mind, that a fordid Love of 
Bain, and gaping after Wealth, is often che Ruin of thok 
Families they were meant to raiſe. 8 
v4 Sir Tho. I confels my Error, and repent ite 

Miel. Sen. Give your Bl. ſſing here then. 
Sir Tho. I do; and my whole Eſtate with it, as an A 
: konement for the raſh Words I ſpoke before. 
Mel. Fun, They are forgotten, Sir. 
Aur. Till now I was not fully bleſt. 
Mil. Jun. Tis late, Sir, and your Fatigue needs Ref 
Only let us do Juſtice to one Couple more. They have 
been very induſtrious to do us Service; and ſeem cut ou 
for one another. 
Plot. Your Pardon, Sir; I never intend to marry. 
Friend. Why ſo, Sirrah? 
Pit. We Marriage-Cooks, whilſt we prepare the Di 
for others, generally-loſe our own Stomachs. 
Baify. Marry come up, Mr. Diſdain: Deny when you 
are ask d. 1 never defign'd to ſtoop to your Greafineſs. 
Plot. No, if you ſtoop, tis to my Betters, I Ko. A 
Come, Mrs. Bui, we'll be Friends ill we have kac 
one-another too long to m 
Mel. Sen. Well, Children, let the Reflection of wha 
has this Day befallen you teach you this Leſſon, Never te 
go afide from the Paths of Honour: Vice cannot proſpe 
ng; and Virtue, though ſuppreſt a while, yo will rise 
up and flouriſh in the End; _ 


whilf thoſe, who on baſe Actions build Rewown, 
+. "From off their ewoy'd Heights are tumbled down. + 
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